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EDITORIAL MYSTICS AND ACTIVISTS.... 
: THE TWAIN SHALL MEET! 
| am delighted that we can publish another issue on a topic central to our faith 
and near to my heart: Quaker mysticism. The first issue of FB devoted to 
this theme was published in April 1997, soon after I became editor. I am also 
very pleased that we can include as an insert What Canst Thou Say? WCTS 1s a 
wonderful newsletter on Quaker mysticism and spirituality that was first 


launched by two Oregon Friends, Jean Roberts and Jim Flory, in October 
1994. Their first issue was accompanied by a cover letter that began, 


“This is an invitation for you to become a participating member in a new 
newsletter....[Starting a newsletter] is like launching a kite: Jean and Jim 
will run down the beach to get it airborne, but lacking the breeze of 
contributions of your articles, responses, questions, and quotes it will not 
fly.” (http://www.geocities.com/what_canst_thou_say/history.html). 


Ten years later, WCTS is still flying high and many Western Friends are still 
deeply involved.* 

WCTS describes itself as “a worship-sharing group in print for Quakers with 
an interest in mystical experience and contemplative practice.” Over the years 
WCTS has dealt with a fascinating array of themes: Death and Dying, The Arts 
and the Spirit, Kundalini Energy, Forgiving, Experiencing the Spirit in Quaker 
Business Process, Visions and Voices, Intercessory Prayer, Mystical Experiences 
in Childhood, Dreams, Mentoring, Discernment, Healing, Deepening Worship 
and Ministry, and Letting Your Life Speak (to name just a few). 

The name of this newsletter derives from a famous quotation by George Fox: 
“You will say, Christ saith this, and the apostles say this: but what canst thou say? 
Art thou a child of Light and hast thou walked in the Light, and what thou speakest, 
is it inwardly from God?” 

Fox challenges us not to rely on external authorities, such as Scriptures, but 
on inward experience as a basis for our faith. 

A unique feature of Quaker mysticism is that it is a group activity, not simply 
an individual practice. It therefore seems fitting that two Friends, Stan Searl and 
Wayne Benenson, contributed articles to this issue of Friends Bulletin that explore 
the mystical dimension of our Quaker meeting for worship—the so-called 
“gathered meeting.” 

Also included in this issue is an article by Forrest Curo about his involvement 
in a vigil to support homeless people in San Diego. By sleeping outside in a 
public space, Forrest and his intrepid band of activists broke the law and risked 
arrest, jail and a hefty fine. As Forrest and his friends bundled down for the night, 
a spontaneous meeting for worship took place around them on the plaza. Filled 
with the Spirit, they ended up singing “Amazing Grace.” How spiritual is that! 

Perhaps that’s why Elise Boulding called Western Friends “activist mystics, 
turning up everywhere, always being inventive, impatient with institutional 
structures of every kind.” When we Friends are at our best, activism and mysticism 
work in tandem, guided by the One in Whom apparent opposites eventually meet 


and are reconciled. 
uN a M aM _ Cee 


*Subscriptions to WCTS can be ordered for $8 for one year through Margaret 
Willits, P.O. Box 5082, Sonora CA 95370. You can order back issues for $1.50 
each or a full set for $35. Such a bargain! 
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QUAKER MYSTICISM 


AND 


THE GATHERED 


MEETING 


BY STANFORD Jd. SEARL, JR. 
SANTA MONICA (CA) MEETING 


or some years, I have been struck 
Fe how participants in Quaker 

silent worship have insisted, 
sometimes with intensity, about the 
importance of having a personal 
experience that could be called 
mystical. For many participants in 
Quaker worship, this means something 
simple, but hard to describe or verify: 
have you as an individual had the 
experience of an ineffable connection 
with the Divine or not? This follows in 
part from the statement of George Fox 
in his famous Journal, “And this I knew 
experimentally.” 

While I find this individualistic 
position of some interest, what seems 
most important is the potential 
implications and meanings of a group 
form of mysticism in Quaker worship. 
In this article I will focus on the value 
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of thinking about 
the corporate 
dimensions of 
Quaker worship, 
the issues con- 
nected to a so- 
called “gathered” Meeting. 

In The Eternal Promise, in a section 
called “The Gathered Meeting,” 
Thomas Kelly writes that the found- 
ation of the gathered Meeting is “the 
Real Presence of God.” The presence 
of God is real and this “common life 
and current sweeps through all.” From 
Kelly’s understanding, the so-called 
gathered quality is a form of “group 
mysticism” and “shows all the four 
characteristics which William James 
applies to mystic states, namely, 
indescribableness, a knowledge-quality, 
transiency, passivity.” 


8 “Ground of Being” by Peter 
Anderson 

10 “Sunbreak” and “Country of 
Origin,” poems by Jeanne 
Lohmann 

Insert: What Canst Thou Say? newsletter 

11 “North and South American 
Friends Gather in Tempe, 


Arizona” by Roena Oesting 


Above graphic is from Quality And Depth Of 
Worship And Ministry, Volume 5. Quaker 
Books, 2001. British YM Committee on 
Eldership and Oversight. Available from FGC 
Bookstore and Pendle Hill books for $7.00 plus 
postage and handling. 


Thomas Kelly writes about this 
gathered experience as a Quaker insider 
who shares his personal experience of 
God. Furthermore, and following the 
second mark of mysticism according to 
William James, Kelly observes that the 
“covering of God in a gathered meeting 
carries with it the sense of insight, of 
knowledge” in renewed ways. Kelly 
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15 Memorial Minutes 
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offers a series of metaphors about the 
presence of God; he employs a rhetoric 
of spiritual reality that originates from 
his own beliefs and experiences about 
how God is real and how we can 
experience His power. 

In Kelly’s analysis of the gathered 
Meeting as a form of group mysticism, 
the third point from William James— 
about the transient nature of such an 
experience—is expressed as follows: 
“Each such meeting is a gracious gift 
of the Eternal Goodness, 
and the eyes of all must 
wait upon Him who gives 
US) Seat were Ure 
season.” This rhetoric is a 
form of prayer, in the sense 
that Kelly imagines the 
dimension of group 
mysticism as a gift of 
Grace and that God is 
conceived as “Eternal 
Goodness.” 

For the fourth aspect 
of group mysticism and the 
meaning of a gathered 
Meeting, Kelly writes 
about having a “sense of 
being used” and of “being 
prayed through...” This 
language of prayer 
pervades Kelly’s approach 
to the gathered Meeting and creates a 
number of striking metaphors that point 
towards God, as when Kelly writes that 
the fourth mark of this group mysticism, 
the paradoxical “passive” aspect, comes 
when the supplicant obeys “the 
whispers of the Leader.” 

Finally, Kelly adds an additional 
component to the four defining 
characteristics of mysticism presented 


by William James in his Varieties of 


Religious Experience: 


A fifth trait of mystical experience 
may well be added to James’ list— 
the sense of unity, unity with the 
Divine Life who has graciously 
allowed us to touch the hem of His 
garment, unity with our fellow 
worshippers, for He has broken 


down the middle wall of partition 
between our separate personalities 
and has flooded us with a sense of 
fellowship. 


So, in sum, the group mysticism, 
according to Kelly’s rhetoric of prayer 
and experience, offers now five 
characteristics of the meaning of a 
“gathered meeting.” Such a gathered 
quality does not rely upon words; it 
imparts new knowledge; it’s temporary; 


“Presence in the Midst” 


it involves the paradox of being a 
passive vehicle; and, finally, the 
experience brings a sense of unity. 
While I cannot claim to have 
studied the specific stages of Kelly’s 
typology, I do think that some of my 
own research participants reflect 
aspects of Kelly’s gathered experience 
issues. In one instance, for example, 
here in connection with my own 
research about Quaker worship, a 
Quaker from upstate New York said that 
the overall purpose of worship was 
simple. As an active, typically 
“overcommitted” Quaker, working on 
many different committees on multiple 
levels, she said that Quakers such as 
herself get discouraged about not 
getting results. But, she said, “We are 
not called to succeed. I feel we are 


called to be faithful to the calling, 
whatever it is.” 

She talked a little more and then 
offered a summary comment. 

“We’re supposed to love and praise 
God. Period.” 

Reflecting on our conversation, I 
thought that this might be one way to 
conceptualize worship, as related to a 
“oathered” Meeting. After all, the whole 
point and always the main point of 
worship is to love and praise God. As it 
happens, unlike some 
other forms of contem- 
plation, Quakers enact 
this love and praise 
together. In addition, then, 
whether or not individual 
participants in a given 
worship period may deem 
it “gathered,” the intent- 
ion or purpose is for each 
and every worship time to 
be gathered (whatever this 
may mean). I would em- 
phasize this potential in 
the sense of what this one 
Quaker said to me about 
being “faithful to the 
calling.” Here, then, in her 
shorthand terms, the 
“call” to worship has the 
seed of a potential for a 
gathered dimension each time Quakers 
meet together. Furthermore, other 
people matter in this process of 
gathering. 

I asked this woman about the 
importance of the group process and its 
effects. After talking about the contem- 
plative aspects of worship and the 
silence, she said, “I can pray and I can 
meditate at home alone. But when it 
comes to contemplation, I am helped by 
the group. So when I go and I enter in 
some way to the group, I can feel 
something.” 

I asked for more explanation. 

“Oh, sometimes... not necessarily 
when I’m late (that doesn’t happen very 
often really), but sometimes something 
is already there and happening when | 
sit down.” 
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“You can sense that?” 

“I sense something happening in the 
group and sometimes it’s something that 
builds over thirty or forty minutes. And 
I have been in totally silent Meetings 
that are overpowering because of that.” 

“Can you talk about that a little 
bit?” 

“Ahh,” (with a huge sigh), “I don’t 
know what else in terms of ... well, they 
call it a gathered Meeting where 
everyone who is there is spiritually 
connected and the presence of God is 
real.” 

This strikes me as a version of the 
group mysticism as described by 
Thomas Kelly where participants are 
spiritually connected to one another and 
to the presence of God. Indeed, it might 
be so that the spiritual connection of the 
group is a variation upon what it means 
to be “gathered” in this rather special 
language. 

When I asked about gathered 
Meetings, another Quaker woman—a 
Midwesterner, and one of two people 
(out of forty-seven) from a pastoral 
tradition in my research—said she 
thought that there was a difference 
between gathered worship and 
otherwise. 

“There is a quality and difference 
at the level on which the Meeting feels 
that this has been a precious occasion. 
Gathered or covered Meeting is the 
phrases I usually heard to describe that. 
That’s true with programmed as well 
as with unprogrammed Meetings. Even 
if worship is consistently good, 
valuable, important insights are shared 
and all, the sense of a gathered Meeting 
is that it’s a gift. It doesn’t mean that 
eVetyiningy else isn’t) good) or 
worthwhile; it’s just different. And there 
is a sense of ... well, there’s this 
wonderful phrase, | don’t remember if 
it’s Pennington ... ‘the kingdom of 
heaven to gather us all as in a net.’” 

I said that I loved that phrase. 

“It is a good way of describing what 
a covered Meeting is like. There’s this 
sense of ... I don’t know, like being in 
a gossamer web that’s spun among us 


June 2005 FRIENDS BULLETIN 


or something. I’m not sure even how to 
describe it. We are taken out of 
ourselves and carried into this other way 
of being related to one another, that’s 
very moving, and sometimes people are 
in tears... it does something to you. 

“IT can remember times when I come 
to Meeting and the programmed 
messages speak just directly to my heart 
and then, somebody will be led to carry 
that further in a way that will go deeper 
in or circle around another ventricle or 
something. There’s this sense of being 
in tune at such a deep level with one 
another and of being so much more than 
just a collection of individuals that we 
are that is part of that experience of a 
gathered Meeting. A feeling that 
something happened here. It’s like 
you're almost walking on air and you 
feel full and about to burst. It’s a very 
wonderful thing.” 


For some years, | have 
wondered how to encourage 
those attending meeting to 
pray for, and to expect, a 
gathered experience of 
worship. What would happen 
if we prayed for this to occur, 
with God’s grace? Would it 
make a difference? Could we, 
as Quaker worshippers, 
give ourselves over 
to the Spirit in this way? 


As with so much that’s meaningful 
about Quaker worship, the experience 
of being gathered speaks to this woman 
through metaphors. For example, 
there’s the quotation from Isaac 
Pennington about being gathered “as in 
a net,” a powerful expression that 
originates from the New Testament. 
Also, this Quaker uses the imagery of a 
“gossamer web” that weaves 
participants together. “Web” is an 
interesting metaphor because it suggests 
that God, like a spider, has caught and 
connected us; in addition, the word 
“gossamer” suggest something delicate, 
like the wings of butterflies or angels. 


This metaphor implies that either 
through silence or messages, the 
experience of feeling “gathered” is 
gently spun like a cobweb into the hearts 
and minds of other worshippers. In 
addition, the musical image of being “in 
tune” tries to express some of the 
unifying energy and harmony of a 
gathered worship experience. 

While the gathered Meeting may 
be seen as a variation upon the theme 
of “mystical experience,” this is not the 
main point from a Quaker perspective; 
rather, the main point is that the 
worshipping group acknowledges the 
presence of the Divine in the midst. This 
direct experience of the presence of 
God suggests what many commentators 
would understand as mystical but it’s 
not wholly appropriate to think about 
the gathered meeting as mystical in the 
traditional sense, mainly because the 
emphasis is not upon the individual 
worshipper, but upon the group gestalt 

Using more traditional Quaker 
terms, Douglas V. Steere approaches 
this issue of the potential to be gathered 
by assuming that “... there is One who 
gathers the meeting inwardly and who 
is communicating and drawing at our 
lives unceasingly ....” (On Speaking out 
of the Silence: Vocal Ministry in 
Unprogrammed Meeting for Worship, 
Pendle Hill Pamphlet 182, published in 
1972). Steere assumes that we—the 
participants in the Worship Meeting of 
Quakers—carry the “One” with us, 
“from One who is forever caring and 
One who will not let us go.” Steere uses 
a particular Quaker discourse in order 
to present his assumption that the One, 
the Divine, God, the Spirit, the Presence 
is with the participants of Quaker 
Meeting always and that there are many 
ripples from that particular stream. 

“We do not, however, come alone 
to the meeting, writes Steere. “For the 
needs of those within and without the 
meeting sit down with us.” 

From this perspective the “I” in the 
worship is really a version of the “we” 
—held, supported, and encouraged by 
the One. There is an awareness of 
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feeling deeply connected to others—the 
poor and wretched, as well as close 
colleagues and family members over the 
years. A gathered meeting doesn’t 
represent some version of ecstatic 
experience of mystical oneness with all 
creation, however. What it represent and 
signifies is heightened awareness of 
interconnections among one’s self, 
others in the worship setting, and others 
in the wider world. 

For some years, I have wondered 


how to encourage those attending 
meeting to pray for, and to expect, a 
gathered experience of worship. What 
would happen if we prayed for this to 
occur, with God’s grace? Would it make 
a difference? Could we, as Quaker 
worshippers, give ourselves over to the 
Spirit in this way? 

I pray that this will be so in the 
active life of your Meeting as well as 
in my own here in Santa Monica. 

I also offer thanks to the Divine 


Spirit for revealing this potential for a 
gathered experience within Quaker 
silent worship. Amen. 


Stanford J. Searl, Jr. is the Co-Treasurer 
(along with his wife, Rebecca) of the 
Santa Monica Monthly Meeting. As a 
convinced Friend, he joined the Buffalo, 
NY, Monthly Meeting of the Religious 
Society of Friends in 1970. Later this 
year, Mellen Press will publish his 
scholarly book about Quaker worship. 


MEETING FOR WORSHIP: 


MANIFESTING THE LIGHT 


WITHIN 


BY WAYNE BENENSON 


ALBUQUERQUE (NM) MONTHLY MEETING 


ow strange it must seem for a 
newcomer (or even a seasoned 
Friend) to explain what 
happens in Meeting, to understand how 
we actually worship. When is a Meeting 
truly “gathered” and what really takes 
place? How can we speak of the 
numinous with the shortcomings of 
secular language? While words only hint 
at the power and grace at the center of 
Meeting for Worship, I believe Friends 
need to speak more openly and 
frequently about their experiences and 
perceptions as they sit in the Silence. 
To begin such a dialogue, here are a few 
of my words on the subject. 

Meeting for silent worship 1s, 
indeed, peculiar. Nothing seems to be 
happening — no minister, no liturgy, no 
altar. Robert Lawrence Smith, in 4 
Quaker Book of Wisdom, likens the 
process to a spiritual potluck. Each 
person brings something “personal, 
simple, and sacred to the table in the 
belief that out of the silence, the voice 
of truth might be heard (p.24).” But how 
does one know when that inner voice 
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rings true? I am reminded of a cartoon 
by Gary Larson in which a scientist is 
explaining the origins of life. He 
points to a blackboard filled with 
mathematical formulas. In the lower 
right corner of the chalkboard is a box 
with a phrase in capital letters which 
reads: “AND THEN A MIRACLE 
OCCURS.” That’s what comes to 
mind when I think about a gathered 
Meeting. 

In my experience a gathered 
meeting is rare. I feel blessed if such 
an experience happens once or twice 
a year. It comes unbidden ... perhaps 
at Yearly or a memorial service or a 
worship-sharing group. It feels like a 
spiritual tuning fork where I tap into a 
vibration at a frequency apart from the 
drone of my habitual life. I experience 
an internal movement inside. It’s a 
sense of largeness and connectedness 
with everything around me. Mihaly 
Csikszentmihalyi, in his landmark 
book Flow: The Psychology of 


Optimal Experience, describes this 
interior motion as a continuous transfer 
of energy. But Friends recognize that 
no one person sees the entire picture. 
It is the group’s search after truth that 
is more compelling and comprehensive 
than the search of any one individual. 
A gathered meeting then is when flow 
becomes corporate. 

What, then makes for a gathered 
Meeting? What about when the silence 
is flat? Or conversely, how can we 
move past a “popcorn” meeting where 
messages are more political than 
spiritual? When Friends wait in 
attentive and expectant silence for a 
divine presence in their midst, a 
gathered witness to the “continuing 
revelation” of truth can happen. This 
language of truth can come in silence 
or in words, if only we know how to 
listen. However, not every notion that 
pops into a worshipper’s head during 
Meeting advances the group’s search 
for truth. Anyone who regularly attends 
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Meeting can recall squirming over the 
delivery of a particularly inappropriate 
intimacy or a lengthy harangue. Isaac 
Pennington, a seventeenth century 
Friend, wrote sternly of the necessity 
of distinguishing between thoughts 
suitable for vocal ministry and those 
“that should be kept at home.” What, 
then, is a useful criteria for such 
discernment? 

An individual’s vocal ministry is 
expected to conform to the ideal of 
sharing the Light within as a means of 
reaching the Light in others. It should 
also be both succinct and spontaneous. 
A felt “presence within the midst” 
conveys a notion of a spirit assembling 
within the group and an unspoken belief 


that more will be brought out of the 
room than was brought in—more 
insight, more truth, more knowledge, 
and more growth in each person. 
Friends would be wise to examine what 
they bring to the Meeting to allow such 
worship to manifest itself. One gets 
there by being totally present, without 
any preconceived notions of what will 
occur. In this context messages have a 
kind of “sparkle” that is absent in an 
ungathered Meeting. One feels almost 
physically elevated or as if some 
internal pressure wants to escape. This 
occurs not only for the speaker but for 
everyone present. For a fleeting moment 
a deeper reality emerges. We are One 
with each other and with the world. For 


a fleeting instant we do away with 
separateness. 

Throughout our history Friends 
have used many words to describe this 
deeper reality, this divine connected- 
ness: the Christ Within, the Inner Seed, 
The Light Within, or the Indwelling 
Spirit. Ultimately the translation of the 
numinous lies in the eye of the 
beholder, different for every Friend 
present in Meeting. When we 
intentionally wait in the silence, 
holding each other in the Light given 
us, perhaps it is most accurate to 
exclaim, “then a miracle occurs.” In 
this opening we tap into our common 
ground of divine love where we are 
inexorably connected. Aaaaaaah! O 


A RECIPE 
FOR QUAKER PROCESS 


BY JOE FRANKO 
ORANGE GROVE MONTHLY MEETING 


“Words should be few and savory, seasoned with grace.” 
—George Fox, Journal. 


e longer I am a Quaker, the less 
certain | am that any of us can 
agree on what “Quaker Process” 

is. I think there are certain ingredients 
that are important, but we are always 
seasoning to taste each time it’s served. 
Like a good bouillabaisse, we recognize 
the taste of it, though the fish used 
might be very different each time it’s 
served. Good cooks have a basic recipe 
in mind, and then season with a pinch 
of this or a dollop of that. That way the 
recipe is always fresh and always 
reflective of the cook at the time the 
bouillabaisse is made. 

I think God does the same thing 
with us. God, the cook, has a basic 
recipe for Quaker Process. A teaspoon 
of respect for each other, 3 tablespoons 
of willingness to back away from our 
beliefs, a dollop of humor, a pound of 
silence, another teaspoon of respect, 
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lots of seasoning, and stirred and 
simmered until cooked just right. When 
we center down we allow God to use 
us as part of the ingredients in the stew. 
If we are too wedded to the importance 
of our own beliefs, we spoil the basic 
recipe, believing that we have a better 
recipe than God does. It’s as if the 
potatoes in a stew decided they were 
more important than the carrots. Hey, it 
ain’t stew without carrots! If we allow 
the time to be cooked, respecting that 
God has put all the ingredients 
necessary in the pot, then we are cooked 
to a wonderful stew, full of the flavor 
of each of us as seasoning. 

Quaker Process is for me a cooking, 
a boiling, a roasting, and above all a 
seasoning. We are all ingredients in the 
pot, trusting that our cook has a good 
recipe, led by a clerk we agree can stir 
the pot and sense with God’s help when 


the recipe is done. Sometimes the recipe 
requires a rolling boil, sometimes a 
gentle simmer. Each occasion God 
comes to cook us might require a 
different recipe, seasoned a different 
way. 

If George Fox were to walk through 
the door of our Meetinghouse, would 
he recognize our worship? Would our 
Meeting for Business thoroughly 
confuse him? Perhaps George, being a 
man of his time (yes, even George was 
stuck squarely in his time), might need 
Margaret Fell to convince him that it’s 
the same recipe, seasoned for a different 
time and place.O 


GROUND 


BY PETER ANDERSON 
CRESTONE, CO 


or four years beginning in 1996, 
F: drove across the Great Plains 

twice a year: east, at the end of 
the summer, to begin another year of 
study at Earlham School of Religion 
(ESR) in Richmond, IN; west at the end 
of spring semester to head home to 
Colorado. Over time, I came to think of 
these seasonal road trips as part of a 
cyclical movement between two 
longings: one for a dwelling place in 
the Spirit and one for a place in which 
to ground it. 

Late in the summer of 1997, my 
wife Grace and I were well into another 
Great Plains crossing. This time we 
were traveling in tandem: Grace driving 
the car that she would use to commute 
to her own graduate program in 
landscape architecture, while I followed 
behind in a truck and camper loaded 
full of clothes, boxes of books, a banjo, 
a guitar, a genial Newfie-shepherd mix 
of a dog named Willy, and Cleo, an 
especially skittish Siamese cat. I was 
following Grace across the darkened 
heartlands toward Salinas, KS, where 
we had agreed to stop for dinner. 

On that long road, with Jerry 
Garcia’s guitar leads winging like barn 
swallows around the eaves of old-but- 
good American Beauty tunes, August 
lightning flashed around the hole in a 
Great Plains storm. Driving under the 
stars that were shining though a break 
in the clouds, I thought we might make 
it all the way to Missouri that night. But 
the clouds bellied over and sheets of 
rain were soon washing across the 
wipers, streaking the red left behind 
Grace’s taillights, and bending the 
white beams cast by an improbable 
electric cross off to the south of the 
highway. Out on that dark and empty 


8 


stretch of road, I drove by a lone exit 
sign. “Vespers,” it said. I imagined 
white-robed monks, the lit cross 
spilling light into an otherwise dark 
chapel, with the wind gusting through 
the mesh of the window screens and into 
their chanted psalms. “If I knew the 
way, I would take you home,” Garcia 
sang, as the last of that white light 
rippled across the passenger side mirror 
and lay down behind the rising prairie. 

“Did you see that cross back there?” 
I asked Grace over dinner at a_ truck 
stop in Salinas. 

“What cross?” she wondered, only 
now able to uncurl her hands after a 
white-knuckled, hydroplaning drive 
through that heavy rain. I described the 
electric cross that I had seen. She 
listened skeptically. 

The image of that cross lighting the 
dark prairie would stay with me—- 
across the rest of Kansas, MO, IL, and 
into the first day of worship back at 
ESR in Richmond, IND. Why? 
Traditional religious symbols were not 
especially significant in the stripped- 
down, almost Zen-like style of silent 
Quaker worship where I felt most at 
home. Worship, as I knew it, was an 
inwardly focused practice, devoid of 
anything resembling high-church 
images or liturgy. So it wasn’t the cross 
alone to which I was responding. It had 
more to do with that confluence of 
light, and darkness, and prairie. It had 
more to do with that moment, in the 


landscape of my imagination anyway, 
when a symbol of the spirit and the dark 
ground rising behind it were a part of 
one another. 

One of my intentions in going to 
seminary was to explore the relation- 
ship between place and Spirit. During 
our sojourn at ESR, we lived on the 
edge of a farm in southeastern Indiana. 
Beeches and maples, and a smell like 
vinegar when their wet leaves layered 
the ground, reminded me of autumns 
growing up on the East Coast. Rural 
county roads and farm field skies were 
more reminiscent of the West where 
most of my adult life had been spent. 
Before first light, | often walked the 
edge of a circular alfalfa field. The Big 
Dipper hovered over the small glacial 
mound that defined the western horizon 
where fields of corn met forests of oak 
and hickory, which fell away toward the 
Whitewater River. Canada geese would 
be stirring near the neighbor’s pond on 
the far side of those fields, right about 
the time, Willy, my dog and walking 
partner, passed me on the usual bend of 
our early morning path. I watched him 
bounding ahead, his back legs stiffened 
and barely able to keep up with his 
front, sniffing the air for the white- 
tailed deer whose silhou-ettes we often 
saw out ahead of us at that time of day. 
On that circle that we walked each 
morning, my intention was to listen, to 
open myself, as best I could, to that 
moment and that place. In my thoughts, 
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I carried a few words from John’s 
Gospel: “Make your home in me, as | 
make mine in you.” 

The spiritual education and refuge 
that we sought out at ESR puzzled 
many of our friends out west. “No 
matter how you change out there, we’ll 
still be friends,” said one of my old 
mountain buddies, as if | would return, 
knocking on his door all moon-eyed, 
arms full of religious tracts. 

Like us, most of the friends we 
made at seminary were seekers, many 
of them in one form of life transition 
or another, all of them looking for a way 
to live a life that was rooted more 
deeply in the Spirit. But few had logged 
much time in the mountains of the 
Southwest—the First Church of the 
Higher Elevations—where Grace and 
I were most at home. 

That was to be expected at a 
seminary in the Midwest. So was the 
yearning we felt, from time to time, for 
the geography we had left behind. 

Grace, a lifelong Westerner, was 
feeling an especially strong sense of 
exile in the Midwest. One night she 
dreamt that she had discovered a new 
mountain range in southern Indiana. 
That was right about the time I had 
rediscovered an interest in the Rand 
McNally Road Atlas, map-gazing wild 
lands west of the Great Plains and 
scouring the Indiana map for 
geographical diversions. I happened to 
notice, one day, that we were about 
twenty miles away from the highest 
point in Indiana. 

Driving the farm roads with a 
seminary friend, another mountain 
refugee from the Northwest, we 
followed the little green “highest point 
in Indiana” signs until we came to the 
edge of a corn field, not unlike all the 
other corn fields we had passed on this 
drive-about to the north and east of 
Richmond. We walked a two-rutted 
trail along the edge of the field, 
climbed the steps of a stile up and over 
a barbed wire fence and entered a forest 
clearing surrounded by oaks, maples 
and shagbark hickory. There we found 
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several benches, a sign identifying this 
place as the highest point in Indiana, 
and a register inviting us to sign in and 
comment. More than a few high land 
wayfarers had logged in, some of whom 
had made a covenant to visit the highest 
point in all fifty states. “Today Indiana, 
tomorrow Illinois,” said one. 

“Upward. Onward. Excelsior,” | 
wrote as I added my name to the 
register. Humble high point though this 
may have been, it still invited a moment 
or two of reflection. I thought of the 
great ice sheets that had once come 
down from the north and scoured this 
land. And I imagined a drop of water, 
finding its way down south, through the 
hills and rills and hollows into the Ohio 
River Valley. 

Why the attraction to high places? 


Why climb a mountain? For the same 
reason that one seeks that restful center 
or stillpoint in prayer, which Dante 
likened to an inward summit. As 
climber George Mallory said of the 
mountain, “It’s there,” and anything 
short of “there,” leaves a wayward heart 
forever restless. 

Reading of psychologist Carl 
Jung’s inward and outward explorations 
further illuminated for me, the 
relationship between mountains and 
prayer and the longing I felt for both. 


Having grown up in the Alps, Jung 
encountered mountains early on in his 
life. At the age of fourteen, his father 
took him, by cog railway, up to the 
summit of a mountain named the Rigi: 
*..In the strange thin air, looking into 
the unimaginable distance...,” he 
wrote, “I felt one had to be polite and 
silent..., for one was in God’s world. It 
was physically present.” 

For the rest of his life, especially 
during times of great stress and fatigue, 
Jung would return to the mountains, 
either by foot or by way of the imag- 
ination. After decades of exploring the 
inscapes of the soul, he would come to 
understand the mountain not only as a 
symbol of “pilgrimage and ascent,” but 
also as a symbol of “the Self.” 
Conscious awareness was only part of 
this wider and deeper strata of the self. 
If there was an inward summit where 
one could listen for the holy whisp- 
erings of the Spirit, it was in the un- 
trammeled ground of one’s being where 
it would be found. 

Another story I was drawn to at 
seminary spoke to the tension between 
that which one finds on the mountain 
and that which one has to leave behind. 
Luke’s version of an event known as the 
transfiguration describes the scene this 
way: “Jesus took with him Peter and 
John and James, and went up on the 
mountain to pray. And while he was 
praying, the appearance of his face 
changed, and his clothes became dazz- 
ling white.” That Jesus’ face changed 
didn’t suggest anything supernatural. 

But when coupled with the Greek 
word that described Jesus’ clothing as 
“dazzling,” a word also used to describe 
a flash of lightning, Luke’s description 
suggests that Jesus was seen in the 
midst of an extraordinary light. “He 
was transfigured before them,” Mat- 
thew’s gospel says, “and his face shone 
like the sun.” Though Peter, John and 
James had been “weighed down with 
sleep,” they were now fully awakened, 
dazzled by the glory of what they had 
just seen. Peter didn’t want to leave 
the mountain. Why not build a couple 
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of dwellings there, he suggested? But 
this was not to be. An extraordinary mo- 
ment of relatedness with the moment, 
with that place, and most of all with 
Jesus, had come and gone. Peter 
couldn’t stay on the mountain of the 
transfiguration any more than he could 
remain in that illuminated moment. 
Still, I could relate to his desire to do 
so. And I could relate to Jesus’ yearning 
to return to the mountains, time and 
again, for periods of contemplative 
renewal. After the feeding of the five 
thousand, after a day of teaching in the 
temple, after healing the man with the 
withered hand on the Sabbath, “He went 
out to the mountain to pray.” In the 
Episcopal church where I took my first 
communion—all the while wondering 
how and when the Holy Spirit would 
turn up in the midst of it all—I probably 
heard about Jesus on the mountain, but 
it would have been lost on me. Back 
then, | had no experience in which to 
hold those words. 


come to a vevelithy mome 
as this morning, sitting witl 


ad 


I knew when sunbreak came into the r m, 
and not by warmth. It is January, © 
_ and cold, but light was on my face, 
- the lids of my shut eyes. And everything 
that was gray and had passed for norr 
was overtaken by radiance I didn’t h 
convinced beyond hope that the sun ' 
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Some years later in 1974, I was a 
college freshman taking a southwest 
studies course based in Santa Fe, NM. 
One evening, word came by phone that 
my roommate’s brother had been killed 
in a car wreck back in Illinois. 

It would be another couple of hours 
before his red-eye flight would be 
leaving Albuquerque. How best to 
spend the time? We knew intuitively 
that we had to get out of the dorm where 
we were staying, so I drove my 
roommate and another friend into the 
foothills of the Sangre de Cristos 
Mountains. I remember the three of us 
hugging for a while in that chilled 
October breeze that carried the smell of 
pinyon and juniper and sage. 

And I remember my roommate 
wandering off by himself and leaving 
at least some of his grief in those 
foothills. 

What I also remember was the 
feeling that I had done right by my 
friend... that walking those hills, with 


the dark outline of the high Sangres 
and that great starry space encom- 
passing it all, was in itself a form of 
prayer. This may be a strange notion of 
prayer to some. But it is less strange in 
a region where place names like Sangre 
de Cristo [‘Blood of Christ”| evoke 
the confluence of place and Spirit. And 
it is less strange when prayer is 
understood, in its contemplative form, 
as a way of emptying, opening, re- 
ceiving, and giving thanks. O 


Peter Anderson edits Pilgrimage 
(www. pilgrimagepress.org), a magazine 
of reflective prose and poetry, 
emphasizing themes of place, Spirit, 
and social justice. “Ground of Being” 
is excerpted from his forthcoming book, 
First Church of the Higher Elevations: 
Mountains, Prayer, and Presence 
(Denver; Ghost Road Press; August 
2005). He is part of a small worship 


group in Crestone, Colorado. 


mne Lohmann 


This is my history and politics, 

where I live and return; a pause, 

the slow dark pitch of breath, 

bell that signals the end of practice, 

deliberate rising, and the visceral word. 
-Clamor is not mine as quiet is mine, 

country of origin I go back to 

and act from, each day going home 


to the roots, the underground spring. 
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r. What Canst Thou Say? 


Go To Camp 


In June of 1970, I was clerk of 
the General Committee of Friends 
Committee on National Legislation. 
President Nixon was in office. It was 
the time of great national unrest over 
the Vietnam War. On this particular 
weekend, I was traveling to Wash- 
ington to attend a meeting of the 
FCNL Executive Committee. It also 
happened to be the weekend of the 
largest anti- Vietnam War demonstra- 
tion which took place just following 
the killing of four Kent State Uni- 
versity students. I had appointments 
in Washington in connection with 
my consulting business; it required 
precise planning of my travel time. 

Before I left for Washington, my 
wife told me a Friend had called who 
urgently wanted to talk to me. I took 
his number and called him en route: 
some Quakers and others would be 
gathering in Lafayette Park, opposite 
the White House, to hold Richard 
Nixon in the light. My friend hoped 
I could attend. I said I would be there 
if I could. 

I continued my journey to Wash- 
ington. For a reason I did not know, 
the route was not the one I would 
ordinarily have taken. While trav- 
eling, I listened to my car radio. 
Much of the news was about the 
national unrest, the aftermath of the 
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Kent State killings, the upcoming 
demonstration, and a report that the 
President was at Camp David. I was 
focused on getting to Washington 
for my appointment. All seemed to 
be going well. 

I got a message: go to Camp 
David and give a message to the 
President. This took me completely 
by surprise, since I’d had no previous 
thought of doing anything like this. 
First of all, I had no notion of how to 
get to Camp David, and secondly I 


—George Fox 


by Stephen L. Angell 


did not know what the message was 
I should give to the President. This 
had to be a whole lot of nonsense, I 
thought, and I was right on time to 
meet my personal commitments. I 
kept trying to put this out of my mind 
but it would not let me go. 

I kept driving and found myself 
in the Catoctin Mountains. I came to 
a side road that veered to the right off 
the main highway and received the 
instruction that I should turn there. I 
had no notion where it led. Besides, 
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I was right on schedule and did not 
know if Camp David was 10, 25, 50 
miles away. It made no sense to turn 
there and I refused to do it. I drove 


on down the highway for about ~ 


two miles and I literally could not 
drive any further. I had to pull the 
car over to the side of the road. 
This requires another story: 

A few months earlier, I’d 
heard over the radio that on a given 
date Norman Vincent Peale, a spiri- 
tual advisor to Richard Nixon, was 
going to have open office hours at his 
church in New York City, and anyone 
who wanted to come in and talk to 
him could do so. I got a message 
then that I should talk to Dr. Peale 
about his support of President Nixon 
- and the war in Vietnam. I'd tried to 
put this out my mind as something | 
did not want to do. However, on the 
day these office hours were to occur, 
I was on the subway in New York 
City and I had no conflicting appoint- 
ments and could easily have gone in 
to see Dr. Peale—but I refused. This 
left me so uncomfortable I finally 
said, “Please let me go this time, I 
promise if you ever again ask me to 
do something like this, I will do it.” 
This was the next time! 

I turned my car around and went 
back where I had been instructed to 
turn. A short way down the road was 
a billboard advertising an orchard 
and I thought, “Good. I will end up 
in someone’s orchard and I can turn 
around, forget this nonsense and go 
on my way.” The road, however, went 
through the orchard and came to a T 
intersection. I said, “O.K. you’re in 
charge; which way do I turn?” The 
instruction was to turn left. 

I then began to think, “Well, if I 
am supposed to go to Camp David, 
maybe I should stop and ask.” But 
then I thought, “No, if am supposed 
to get there, I will.” I continued 
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down the road and came to Catoctin 
National Park. The instruction was to 
turn into the park. There was a park 
office there where I thought I could 


| know experientially that there is a 
power well beyond my comprehension 
that can give direction to my life. 


ask my way, but my answer to my- 
self was again, no, if I am supposed 
to get there I will. I traveled into the 
park, rounded a curve and saw a sign: 
Camp David. I had to pull over to 
the side of the road and regain my 
composure. 

Well, now I was at Camp David. 
I had to do it. I thought, they will 
think Iam crazy if] tell them I have a 
message for the President but I don’t 
know what it is. I pulled up to the 
gatehouse. There were two officers 
inside. One officer asked me my 
business, and I said I had come with 
a message for the President. He said 
if I gave it to him he would see that 
the President received it. I said that I 
could not give him the message but 
I could only tell him how I got there 


and started to tell my story. While 
I was talking to the one officer, the 
other one was on the telephone. He 
finally came over and spoke to the 
officer listening to me. He then 
told me if I would pull my car off 
to the side, one of the president’s © 
staff would come out and speak 
with me. I did this; shortly a man 
came from inside the compound 
and sat down in the passenger seat 
of my car. 

I related my story how I got to 
Camp David and then reached the 
point of relating a message—which 
until that moment I had no notion 
of. I had faith that when the time 
came the words would be there. My 
feelings and opinions about Richard 
Nixon were very negative. I have no 
clear recollection of what my exact 
words were. But all of a sudden I 
had a great sense of compassion for 
the man. My words conveyed this 
by acknowledging the great weight 
and concern he must be under for the 
state of the country and the difficult 
decisions he must make. 

I went on to say that on Sunday 
at 11:00 AM Quakers and others 
would be holding a meeting for 
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worship in Lafayette Park to pray for 
him, that he might be well guided in 
the decisions he had to make. I said 
that we would welcome him among 
us; however, we would understand if 
he could not be there, but hoped that 
he might worship with us from inside 
the White House. 

The presidential staff person 
wanted information about me. The 
most recent issue of the FCNL 
Newsletter had my picture and an 
accompanying article. I reached 
into my attache case on the back 
seat; there on top of a pile of papers 
was the publication. I handed this to 
him and he left. | resumed my trip to 
Washington. 

(It was reported later that late 
Saturday night the President had 
gone from the White House to the 
Lincoln Memorial to talk with anti- 
war demonstrators.) The President 
did not attend the Meeting in Lafay- 
ette Park. I did, however, write him 
a letter expressing our regret that he 
could not be with us. The compas- 
sionate feelings that came over me 
while at Camp David were still with 
me. A week or so later I received a 
three- or four-sentence letter of ap- 
preciation signed by Richard Nixon. 
It appeared to me to be authentic. 

The impact of this experience 
has shaped my life because I know 
experientially that there is a power 
well beyond my comprehension that 
can give direction to my life. While 
I have had no repeat experiences as 
dramatic as this one, I have clearly 
experienced times when the direc- 
tion for my life came from outside 
myself. 


Stephen Angell is a member of Kendall 
Meeting and Philadelphia Yearly 
Meeting. He has been actively involved 
with Alternatives to Violence since it 
started in 1975. (WCTS, November 
2001) 
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Rooted 
In God 


Jay Mittenthal 


This is a story of loss and re- 
birth of faith in God. The God I had 
trusted in childhood prayer became 
encrusted with unwelcome attributes: 
my mother told me God would pun- 
ish me for things she didn’t want me 
to do. Synagogue and Sunday School 
elaborated this image of a God lead- 
ing and scourging his chosen people. 
This was not a God of love for all the 
world. I grew skeptical of seeking aid 
and comfort from this heavy-handed 
figure. I found room to grow in the 
knowledge of stars and planets, trees 
and insects—room for curiosity, joy 
in finding and solving puzzles, and 
approval for my knowledge at home 
and in school. Thus in my heart the 
love of God fell asleep as the love of 
science awakened. 

In college I majored in physics, 
then biophysics, as the mysteries 
of molecular biology entangled 
my imagination. With my study of 
evolution came a program: I would 
understand how it all evolved, and 
this knowledge would bring me 
peace and security. The further I 
pursued this goal, the more elusive 
it seemed. Knowledge was fragmen- 
tary and provisional. Nevertheless, I 
sought fulfillment in work and fam- 
ily for a quarter of a century. I was 
an agnostic. I prayed rarely, when 
in great distress, as when I was lost 
while hiking or when dealing with 
my brother’s mental illness. 

Then came my wakeup call. My 
wife left me. My children went to 
college. Doing science was a grand 
entertainment, but its minutiae did 
not satisfy my desire for wholeness 
and belonging. I did not want to grow 


Gathered 
Meeting 


Evan Richardson 


My mind is distracted. 
Deep in a puddle of 
thoughts 


| take refuge in my breath. 

Here | can safely rest 

as my body takes a 

gentle ride inward and 
outward, 

inward and outward. 


From somewhere a light 
shines 

and | am pulled out of the 
puddle. 

Some force binds me in a 
cloud. 

Things are not clear, 

they are moving. 


Suddenly | am caught up. 
A mighty wind carries me 
towards the sun. 

| feel the warmth. 

| feel the light. 

| am held. 

We are one body. 

We are complete. 

We are whole, 

wounds and all. 


| weep, 

a soft rain of tears 

for the comfort, 

the mercy and the love 
that falls around us, 
covering our meeting. 


Evan Richardson is a member of 
Asheville (N.C.) Friends Meeting. 

She is not a poet, but open to 

the movement of spirit, which 

happened to come in a poem one 
day after meeting for worship. 

(WCTS, November 2002) 
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old as my parents had, hiding in de- 
spair behind a mask of affability. 

I thought of a colleague, an out- 
standing teacher who lived alone. 
At lunch I asked 
him, “How do 
you live?” He 
told me his 
story. Our dys- 
functional fam- 
ilies of origin 
were similar in 
many ways. He 
had become an alcoholic; AA had 
saved his life. In his hours outside the 
university he was mentor to about a 
dozen recovering alcoholics. I came 
to understand that I was addicted to 
control and approval, and that the 
Twelve Step process could help me 
to recover, as it has helped people 
with over 200 other addictions. My 
colleague agreed to be my mentor 
on this journey. Before we parted 
I asked, “How do you think about 
God?” He replied, “God is reality.” 

Thus began a rebirth that has 
continued for over a decade. New ex- 
periences of God are the foundation 
on which my recovery rests. Of the 
twelve steps, the second says, “Came 
to believe that a Power greater than 
ourselves could restore us to sanity.” 
The third says, “Made a decision to 
turn our will and our lives over to the 
care of God as we understood him.” 
Here was a challenge: how was I 
now to understand God? While I was 
jogging across a field, I thought, “If 
God is reality, and reality becomes 
manifest through evolution, God is 
the Big Process that subsumes all 
other processes.” As I looked at the 
garden around me I| had a vision that 
affirmed this intuition: The flowers 
and grasses were like one frame in 
a time-lapse movie, in which I saw 
them emerge from the ground, grow, 
unfurl their leaves and petals. All was 


What Canst Thou Say? 


| prayed, “Lord, make me a 
vessel of Thy peace.” It was 
so, and | wept in relief and 
gratitude. Now | knew and felt 
| was in God and God in me. 


rooted and growing in God. 

As I worked the twelve steps I 
became aware how much about my 
thinking and behavior I had refused 
to see for many 

years. Guilt and 
sadness accom- 
panied these in- 
sights. God as the 
Big Process was 
an idea, a comfort 
to the mind but 
not the heart. Jog- 
ging across the brown grasses of late 
summer, in distress I prayed, “Lord, 
make me a vessel of Thy peace.” 
It was so, and I wept in relief and 
gratitude. Now I knew and felt I was 
in God and God in me. 


Jay Mittenthal, amember of the Urbana- 
Champaign Meeting, IL, works the twelve 
steps and seeks integration between his 
spiritual and scientific inquiries. (WCTS, 
May 2003) 
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A Covered 


Committee Meeting 


Rita Varley 

My story hap- 
pened about 20 years 
ago, when I was 
a new and earnest 
clerk of Worship and 
Ministry in Central 
Philadelphia Monthly 
Meeting. An agenda 
item for the upcoming 
meeting, placement 
of the facing benches 
in the meetinghouse 
and who should sit 
there, promised to be 
a controversial one 
with strong opinions 
on several sides. I 
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wanted to clerk it skillfully. I prayed 
for God’s help and guidance and 
waited for clues and answers from 
God. 

Two weeks before the meet- 
ing, God seemed to be raising up 
the importance of keeping “truth” 
in mind, and the next week “love” 
seemed to be the theme. The evening 
of the meeting, I arrived early. As I 
meditated on these a new level of 
understanding of truth and love rose 
in my mind. I felt ready for whatever 
might ensue. 

I introduced the topic with a 
few words on remembering love 
and truth as we tackled it together, 
and wondered if I might be moved 
to speak more. But a curious and 
unforgettable thing happened. I had 
the distinct feeling that God asked 
me not to say another word, but to 
watch closely—and very quietly. It 
seemed to me that the Holy Spirit 
came and spread wings over the 
whole group, so that not one word 
any person said was able to exist 
outside that holy space. 

As each person spoke, he/she 
gave truth and love to others in- 
evitably, whether they were aware of 
giving or receiving it or not, whether 
they felt centered or not. I could see 


It is an overwhelming experience to fall into 
the hands of the living God, to be invaded to 
the depths of one’s being by his presence, to 
be, without warning, wholly uprooted from all 
earth-born securities and assurances, and to 
be blown by a tempest of unbelievable power 
which leaves one’s old proud self utterly, 


utterly defenseless, until one cries, ‘All Thy 
waves and Thy billows are gone over me!’ (Ps 
42:7). Then is the soul swept into a Loving 
Center of ineffable sweetness, where calm 
and unspeakable peace and ravishing joy 
steal over one. 


Thomas Kelly 
A Testament of Devotion 
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woundedness and fears under the 
most strongly held opinions, and 
these were being held in the light as 
a subtext to the acknowledged topic. 
The loving presence and movement 
of the Spirit among the people was 
so strong and beautiful that I was 
stilled in fascination to witness it. 
The agenda topic seemed almost to 
vanish as 1t became no more than the 
excuse for deeper exchange of truth 
and love. 

I don’t know if others were aware 
of the Presence I sensed. I do remem- 
ber how in each person’s sharing | 
had felt love and truth and tender 
honesty moving between people. The 
issue of facing benches was gently 
dropped without much change as we 
moved to a deeper concern for the 
quality of ministry in our meeting. 

I thought of Julian of Norwich’s 
famous phrase about “All shall be 
well...” which is a statement of faith 
that we are held in God’s love always. 
Our consciousness can forget it, but 
the forgetting does not nullify the 
truth of God’s presence. Prayer had 
opened my eyes to it that night. 


Rita Varley is a member of Central 
Philadelphia Meeting. She is the very 
helpful librarian in the Philadelphia 
Yearly Meeting library. (WCTS, February 
2001) 
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A Challenge for 


Friends 
Jean Roberts 


Fox’s powerful experiences did 
not originate with him, nor did they 
disappear after his death. They con- 
tinue in people to this day. What is 
the origin of these experiences and 
why do they drastically transform 
lives? The Hindu tradition calls this 
Kundalini awakening. Early Chris- 
tians referred to it as the Holy Spirit 
or the Holy Terror, because of its un- 
predictable effects. The process that 
leads to the quickening of this energy 
has been understood by mystery 
religions through the ages and has 
been the goal of yogic practices.... 
this power was known by many of 
our great religious leaders, mystics 
and saints and is the same power that 
lies in each one of us. 


Jean Roberts founded Sky Valley Worship 
Group, Washington, and helped found 
WCTS. She continues to educate both 
Friends and the larger community about 
the reality of spiritual emergence and 
mystical experiences. She raises apples 
and blueberries. Her serene face lights 
up any gathering. (Excerpted from 
Friends Bulletin.) (From November 
2001 What Canst Thou Say, Kundalini 
Energy.) 
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We are called upon to love the loveless and the unlovable, to reach 
out to the racists and the torturers, to all who hurt and damage, 
cripple and kill. They are God’s unhappy children who need especial 
care. They have harmed themselves, but not irredeemably; and God, 


through us, and in many other ways, offers them healing love and 
divine pity and takes their hurts away. 


What Canst Thou Say? 


Janet Scott 
1980 Swarthmore Lecture 


Opting To Live 
Carol Roth 

I have decided to opt to live. 
For a while there I let myself get so 
tired of the pain that I really became 
depressed. Having had experiences 
wherein I have been to other levels 
and know of the peace and beauty 
that awaits, | began to yearn to go 
home where pain would be gone. But 
something happened this past week 
that has turned my entire thought 
system around. What I am going to 
relate is just an incident but boy, what 
it did to my soul is amazing. 

On a very windy day last week 
our overhead gutters were clogged 
with leaves, and I wanted to spare 
my mailrnan hubby, Martin, more 
work. After surgery on my shoulder 
I couldn’t move my arm to use the 
wire brush to sweep out the gutters 
so I asked my daughter Morgan to 
help. 

Morgan is 20 and lives at home 
while attending college. She was 
born with what are called essential 
tremors. Fine tremors run though 
her body, especially her hands, con- 
stantly. She is also a tiny little slip of 
a girl, weighing at the most ninety 
pounds. We got out the ladder and 
since I couldn’t sweep out the gutters, 
Morgan got onto the top rung of the 
ladder. My role was to stay under her, 
holding onto her legs, which were 
shaking just as much from the cold 
wind as from her tremors. 

We did the entire back of the 
house. We moved around to a one- 
foot section on the side where the 
drainspout came out of the gutter. In 
only a moment we would be done, 
back into a warm house for lunch 
and hot tea. I said to Morgan as | 
looked up at her, “Be careful, honey. 
Don’t let the wire brush fall into the 
downspout.” A second later came the 
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thunkety-thunk of the long- 
handled wire brush going 
down the rainspout. 

She looked down at me, 
her eyes wide with disbelief. 
I helped her down off the 
ladder, where we both col- 
lapsed in laughter, sitting on 
the cold ground, just hugging 
each other, laughing like 
crazy. I bet we sat there for 
fifteen minutes, hugging and 
laughing. 

We knew we had to get 
the wire brush out from 
where it was stuck in the curve of the 
drain spout as it neared the pavement. 
But how? It was a stiff wire brush 
with a very long handle. The curved 
end of the downspout was riveted 


Tell Us Your Stories! 


Everlasting Love 
Carmen Bruce 


There is a fallen tree 
which, if one passed by too quickly, 
one would not see. 


She has fallen into the Arms of Another, 


her Holy Other, 
and there she longs to be... 
throughout Eternity. 
amen 


together, not screwed or bolted. If we 
left the brush in, the spout could be 
clogged with ice come winter. 

I asked Morgan to unwind the 
hose and drain the water out. I had the 
idea that the hose would be flexible 


What Canst Thou Say is a worship-sharing group in print. Its richness 
comes from the generous sharing of readers with one another. WCTS 
has a vision—we want to tell the world God is much more various and 
wonderful than our skeptical culture allows. We hope to help Friends be 
tender and open to the Spirit. We need your experience—it may be just 
what someone else needs to know! 


Articles that best communicate to our readers generally focus on specific 
events and are written in the first person. There is a special richness 
when the writer goes beyond describing the experience and tells how it 
has changed her or his attitude or behavior. 


We welcome submissions of articles of 350-1500 words and artwork—line 
drawings or artwork suitable for black and white reproduction—that 
illustrate the theme of an issue, or that we might retain for use in future 


issues. Please send your text submissions in Word or generic text format 
and artwork in high resolution jpeg files. Photocopied art and typed 
submissions are also accepted. Send via email to <m-gilpin@uiuc.edu> 
or diskette, or hard copy to WCTS, 818 W. Columbia, Champaign, IL 
61820. 


All authors and artists retain copyright to their articles and artwork 
published in WCTS. WCTS retains the right to publish initially and also to 
reprint in WCTS anthologies. If you want to reprint an article from WCTS, 


please contact us for permission. 


With joyous expectation we look forward to receiving your contribution 
to our worship-sharing group in print. —The Editorial Team of WCTS: 
Mariellen Gilpin, Judy Lumb, Pat McBee, Kathy Tapp, Eleanor 
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enough when free of water. I 
would put it in the downspout 
underneath the brush and push 
the darn thing straight up until 
the brush popped out of the 
top. 

Morgan drained the hose 
and brought it over to me. So I 
took the hose in hand and stuck 
my right hand in the spout with 
the hose. 

Good. There were the stiff 
bristles of the wire brush. This 
would be so easy... 

My hand got caught. It was 
caught in between the wire brush and 
the hose. I tried to slide it out. No 
way. The wire bristles were cutting 
into it. The hose was up against my 
hand, and there was no way in hell 
to get my hand out. Morgan said, 
“Mom, what’s wrong?” I replied, 
“My hand is stuck. It is really, really 
stuck. I can’t get my hand out.” 

She plopped down next to me. 
We looked at each other and started to 
laugh again. We howled, we giggled, 
we laughed and laughed. The wind 
was fierce and we were so cold and 
yet, I was so happy because I felt so 
grounded in the sense of the moment 
we were caught in. My daughter’s 
eyes were beautiful, her laughter 
so rich and full. The wind was deli- 
cious. I was fully human, fully alive, 
totally in tune with the earth, with 
the soul beside me. I wasn’t think- 
ing of being far away from pain, of 
leaving the earth. I was filled with 
love for where I was, who I was as 
a human being, and I knew that I 
wanted more—more laughter, more 
interactions with others. I wanted the 
insane moments, the silly moments. 
I wanted to feel the cold, the wind 
against my face. I wanted to be here 
when Morgan graduates. I wanted 
LO LIVes: 
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I asked Morgan to go into the 
house and call 911. We needed help. 
She wanted to know what to say 
and I said, “Just tell them that your 
mom has her hand caught up in the 
downspout. We’ll take the police, 
a plumber, just send some help.” 
Morgan was aghast. “Oh, Mom, just 
keep trying to free your hand, just try 
once more.” 

I did. And it worked. I managed 
to ease my scraped hand out, pushed 
the hose against the wire brush and 
there it went, the brush popped out 
of the top of the rain-spout. We did 
it! Success. Hugging, laughing, now 
exhausted, we entered the house. 

When the wire brush flew up- 
wards out of the top of the drain 
spout, it was as though something 
that was clogged inside of my own 
soul simply burst through as well. 
This seems so silly. But it was a 
turning point for me. I opt to live. 
There is such conviction in me now. 
I have chosen to live; I will live with 
full attention and full awareness of 
the time I have to spend here. I will 
live in attention, in awareness, in 
appreciation that I am just as human 
as I am spiritual. I will work to help 
the healers help me, and I will do 
the best I can to live a life of humor 
and awe. 


Carol Roth, who was a member of the 
WCTS editorial team in the ’90s, sent us 
this report on how the Spirit is finding 
her as she lives with a chronic illness. 
(WCTS, February 2001) 
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Past Issues of What Canst Thou Say 
#46 May 2005 Spiritual Emergence(y) 
#45 February 2005 Loving God with Our Whole Being 
#44 November 2004 Darkness 
#43 August 2004 Knowings 
#42 May 2004 Guidance 
#41 February 2004 Open and Tender 
#40 November 2003 Spiritual Healing 
#39 August 2003 Celebration and Thanksgiving 
#38 May 2003 Birth and Rebirth 
#37 February 2003 Death and Dying 
#36 November 2002 Spiritual Metaphors 
#35 August 2002 God’s Marvelous Workarounds 
#34 May 2002 The Arts and the Spirit 
#33 February 2002 Spiritual Experience and the Outward Life 
#32 November 2001 Kundalini Energy 


#31 August 2001 Forgiving 

#30 May 2001 Solitude 

#29 February 2001 Experiencing the Spirit in Quaker Business Process 
#28 November 2000 Visions and Voices 

#27 August 2000 Called to Intercessory Prayer 

#26 May 2000 Traditions that Feed My Soul 


#25 February 2000 Wholeness in the Midst of Brokenness 
#24 November 1999 Mystical Experiences in Childhood 
#23 August 1999 Speaking Out About Our Mystical Experiences 
#22 May 1999 Dreams 

#21 February 1999 Nature 

#20 November 1998 Mentors, Mentoring 

#19 August 1998 Discernment 

#18 May 1998 Healing 

#17 February 1998 Deepening Worship and Ministry 

#16 November 1997 Support for the Journey 

#15 August 1997 Letting Your Life Speak 

#1-14 October 1994 through May 1997 — no unifying topic 


SUBSCRIPTION FORM 
Please send this form to: WCTS c/o Margaret Willits 
P.O. Box 5082, Sonora CA 95370. 


Enclosed is my check to What Canst Thou Say? 
$ 8 for a one-year subscription $15 for two years 
$ 5 for a one-year electronic subscription 
$35 for a complete set of back issues 
$15 for partial sets (Volumes | - 20 or 21 - 40) 
$ 1.50 for individual past issues 


Enclosed is a contribution of $ 
I cannot afford $8, enclosed is $ 
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City, State, Zip 
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Please write for What Canst Thou Say? 


(See instructions for authors on page 6) 
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God’s Humor 

Editor: Judy Lumb 

Deep in worship have you found a 
chuckle of delight growing in you? 
Has an irony or paradox of faith- 
fulness brought you to laughter? 
Has a message during prayer (or 
a coincidental event) amused and 
challenged you? Have you awoken 
from a dream laughing out loud? 
Has God helped you to laugh at your 
own folly and set you back with your 
burdens lightened? Please share 
your experiences of God’s humor 
and remind us of the joy of being 
close to God. 


Deadline: August 15, 2005 


What Canst Thou Say? 


c/o Margaret Willits 
P. O. Box 5082 
Sonora CA 95370 


February 2006 
Miscellany 

Editor: Patricia McBee 
We’re not soliciting new ma- 
terial for the February issue, 
because we have accumulated 
a store of material waiting for 
a theme. This time the theme 
will evolve from the content. 
We will bring you an inter- 
esting miscellany of stories, 
poetry, and resources that at- 
test to the presence of Spirit 
in our lives. 


Deadline: May 15, 2006 


May 2006 

Jesus 

Editor: Kathy Tapp 

“I am the light that is above ev- 
erything... Split the wood and I am 
there. Lift the stone and you will 
find me there.” (Gospel of Thomas) 
For the past generation, Friends 
have had an ambivalent relation- 
ship with our Christian heritage. 
Yet, sometimes unbidden, we 
have experienced Jesus’ presence 
in our prayer life, in meeting for 
worship, or at a time of crisis. 
Tell us of times when Jesus has © 
come to you and how that has 
touched your life. 


Deadline: February 15, 2006 


FRIENDLY NEWS 


NORTH AND SOUTH AMERICAN 
QUAKERS GATHER IN 
TEMPE, ARIZONA 


BY ROENA OESTING 
LA JOLLA (CA) MEETING 


Tempe, Arizona April 15-17, 2005: 
About 150 Quakers, mostly from the 
US, met in Tempe for the annual session 
of the Section of the Americas of 
Friends World Committee for 
Consultation. There were about a dozen 
non-US Friends, from Canada, Jamaica, 
Peru, Mexico, Bolivia, El Salvador, 
Chile, Honduras, Guatemala, and Costa 
Rica. 

FWCC brings together Friends 
from all traditions and nations, and it’s 
interesting to talk with people who 
come to Quakerism from different 
angles (though my Spanish, alas! is 
nonexistent). Fortunately, everything is 
presented in both English and Spanish; 
one evening’s meeting was conducted 
in Spanish so we English speakers got 
the headphones. The translators are 
fabulously talented. They even 
managed to announce that the Friendly 
Folk Dancers would be doing “The 
Salty Dog.” I think the translation 
ended up being more like “The 
Marinated Hound,” but then my 
Spanish is really bad. 

Now for the big news! Next year’s 
section meeting will be in Chiquimula, 
Guatemala from March 16-19, 2006. 
Anyone can go to these meetings; you 
do not need an invitation. Because of 
the location, you will need to register 
by December of 2005; information is 
on the FWCC website 
www.fwecamericas.org. Do try to save 
up your frequent flyer miles and get to 
Guatemala if it’s at all possible. In 2007, 
the triennial of Friends from all over 
the world will be in Dublin, Ireland; but 
you do need an invitation to that 
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Joseph Andugu (center), FWCC Associate Secretary, World Office in London, 
Joined San Francisco (CA) Meeting for their silent peace vigil in front of the 
Federal Building in downtown San Francisco. Other Friends pictured are 
Stephen Matchett, San Francisco Meeting (left), and Nancy Yarnall, FWCC 
Western Field Staff (right). 


meeting—usually by being a member 
of your yearly meeting’s FWCC 
committee. 

It was really exciting to hear about 
all the projects that Friends are engaged 
in—everything from hosting Scout 
troops at their meetings/churches to 
working with victims of torture. I think 
the session that will be most useful for 
me was a Bible workshop put on by a 
Conservative Friend, David Male. His 
insight was this: When you encounter a 
Bible passage that doesn’t make sense 
or that seems wrong, ask yourself— 
Where’s the love in this? If you can’t 
find any, then set that passage aside for 
a while. Perhaps the next time you 
encounter it, you will see the love in it. 

lin on the Wider *Ouaker 
Fellowship committee. WQF has used 
up its special bequest funds and is in 
the midst of needing to reorganize and 
refocus. The committee meetings were 


long and hard, but we are beginning to 
put together a plan for the future that 
could be very exciting. 

I find that we unprogrammed 
Friends sing so rarely that on those 
occasions when we do sing, we do it 
rather badly. Because of the larger 
variety of Friends, in Tempe, we sang a 
lot, and we sang well! We did quite a 
few songs in Spanish, and a few in 
Aymara (one of the native languages of 
Bolivia). That was for me a bit of a 
stretch. Just try singing “Diosamp 
chict’at sarnakan munapjjam.” That’s 
the first line of the hymn “Seek ye first 
the Kingdom of God.” It was fun too to 
be able to sing the verses I wrote to the 
tune “Once to every Man and Nation” 
that I wrote at last year’s annual session 
in Toronto. 

FWCC really tries hard to live up 
to its slogan: “Connecting Friends, 
crossing cultures, changing lives.” O 
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by Forrest Curo 
San Diego (CA) Friends Meeting 


Friday night, April 15th. The day 
that San Diego’s inadequate winter 
shelters closed, returning hundreds of 
people to our overloaded tangle of 
private charities and to the streets. 
Friday night, is when San Diego police 
most typically take homeless people in 
for sleeping and related warrants. Those 
arrested, unless they can pay bail, can 
hope to be released when they see the 
judge, some time next Tuesday. 

This was the night that Citizens in 
Support of Homeless People chose for 
their rally and sleep-out in the City 
Concourse, the plaza downstairs from 
San Diego’s City Hall. A diverse group 
came out, almost 500 homeless people, 
a dozen Quakers from the La Jolla and 
San Diego meetings, Catholic Workers 
and Protestant clergy, aging activists 
who’d been burning our hearts out on 
this issue for decades, fresh young 
students from University of San Deigo, 
San Diego State, Nazarene College. And 
a great many police officers who might 
rather have been doing something else. 

Anne and I arrived a few minutes 
after 6:00 PM; we’d volunteered to sit 
the information table and also to bring 
bananas—donated by a San Diego 
Catholic worker—to help feed us all. 
We had to park in a short-term space, 
unload the card table, all our sleeping 
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gear, and two boxes of bananas—then 
get away without a parking ticket. All 
this while a young woman named 
Mumlani Gunter sang her mournfully 
beautiful songs to the gathering crowd. 
And then I had to find a real parking 
space, close enough to walk from, 
where our car might remain for days if 
we were arrested. 

I returned to the table, where we sat 
giving out papers and signing up anyone 
who’d want to be called for our next 
event. We had Street Lights, the 
newspaper for and by homeless people 
that my wife and I used to edit; it is now 
edited by another Quaker, Pam Barratt. 
We were supposed to charge a few cents 
to homeless buyers, but we soon had 
so much in donations that we stopped 
asking. 

We had little squares of paper, 
statements that a homeless person could 
give an officer if he was being harassed 
for sleeping on public property. 

The statements were based on the 
Eichorn Decision—a ruling that a 
homeless person, if the shelters were 
full, could sleep on public property and 
claim necessity as a defense. Years ago, 
the last time we’d been actively 
involved, San Diego police said they 
were complying with that ruling. 

Their Homeless Outreach Team— 
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intimidation—would call Infoline 
before issuing tickets. But all pretense 
of compliance ended with the new 
ballpark development downtown. 

Now there was a lawsuit in 
progress, a class action suit brought by 
Tim Cohelan and Scott Dreyer for a 
courageous group of homeless clients, 
based on the Eichorn decision and the 
constitutional law behind it—and on 
statistics of police practice, collected by 
Larry Milligan from official sources 
over many years. Our protest was 
unconnected with the lawsuit—but if 
we could help with their efforts, if their 
intervention could give anyone a night 
of undisturbed sleep, we were all for 
that. 

Pam Barratt—the founder of 
Quaker-Bolivia Link, but since then 
increasingly active in the editing and 
publication of Street Light—met Mill- 
igan last November, when he was 
fasting in hopes of moving the City to 
compassion for their homeless pop- 
ulation. The ballpark project had dis- 
placed many homeless people from 
their downtown refuges, and many 
others were made homeless by bad 
housing policy. Since then Pam—a 
woman in her sixties seeking to know 
what the least among us suffer—has 
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joined other homed people in a cold 
night of exploratory camping down- 
town. It was not merely their own dis- 
comfort, but what they saw around them 
that made them want to protest this next 
time. La Jolla Friends heard what the 
group had to say, and were moved to 
support that protest. 

On the 15th, there was too big a 
crowd to tell whether they’d made it. I 
left the table to help pass out “non- 
violence guidelines.” We wanted 
everyone involved to know the rules: 
stay squeaky clean and be peaceful or 
we'd ask them to leave. I heard bits of 
some pretty good speeches, but kept 
seeing people I needed or wanted to talk 
with. 

Back at the table, my respectable 
Friends were disturbed. Police 
spokesmen were saying that anyone 
who stayed overnight would be 
arrested, and the bail for activists would 
be $5,000. Our Quaker Meeting didn’t 
have funds to bail us out, and we would 
assuredly be sitting in jail until late 
Tuesday, perhaps longer. I could live 
with forfeiting my internet go games— 
but other people here had real 
commitments, and one of us faced 
serious health risks if arresting officers 
kept her prescriptions, as we’re told 
happens. 

Friends carried off the sound 
equipment and tables; we prepared to 
sleep. It was a warm night, until I lay 
down in my bag, and then everything | 
touched was cold. We had signs at our 
feet, telling anyone who’d look what we 
were doing here and why— I wondered 
if I’'d anchored them well enough 
against the sporadic breezes that kept 
blowing up my nose. All around me, 
people were talking excitedly; everyone 
wondering if we'd be arrested when the 
cameras left. The police had promised 
to come at 10:30, but when I wandered 
out to the bathrooms around 11:00, most 
_ of the police cars had gone. 

On my way to the restroom, I saw 
my friend Dawn Davis ina big yellow 
“legal observer” cap, sitting on a 
concrete bench taking notes; the 
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National Lawyers’ Guild had come 
through. We’d been late in calling them, 
and I was quite relieved to see they’d 
responded. 

Returning from my next restroom 
trip, | heard a new development: The 
police captain had told a reporter, on 
tape, that they’d decided not to arrest 
anyone. I was silently thanking God for 
this, a little after 12:00, when a young 
woman showed up, hungry and cold and 
asking for help. Jim Summers of La 
Jolla Meeting went off to his car to bring 
her what he could—and then ten 
totwenty officers came into the 
Concourse. Summers had the phone 
with him, and the list of media numbers; 
we were caught at an unexpected 
disadvantage. 

The police started by waking the 
few homeless people under the 
overhang to the west, told them they had 
ten minutes to leave. Davis (the woman 
from the National Lawyers’ Guild) left 
her bench and started videotaping the 
routine. If anyone had managed to fall 
asleep, we were all awake now. The 
police stopped at each bed, read a 
statement that we’d be arrested for 
illegal lodging if we stayed, asked if we 
understood. I said I didn’t understand 
their motivation; why were they doing 
this? They went on to the next row of 
sleeping bags; Anne and I left for the 
rest rooms, to prepare ourselves for a 
long wait. 

When we returned, we were told 
that some of our Friends had started a 
meeting for worship on the far side of 
the plaza; but by now we thought we 
should stay by our bedding, to be there 
when the police returned. A few minutes 
later, the meeting came to us. Some of 
the sleeping bags had been taken off for 
safekeeping, but everyone came 
together on the bags around ours, in the 
terrazzo city seal near the center of the 
plaza, all of us holding hands in a circle, 
expanding it a little to bring in a veteran 
in a wheelchair. I said that we’d been 
here seven years ago, only twelve of us, 
and no one could have imagined what 
had come of it. Then Anne started 


singing “Amazing Grace,” and 
everyone joined in, at least until she 
finished the verse we knew and started 
singing the rest of it. A few of us 
managed to keep up; | tried to whistle 
along but couldn’t get the pitch right. 

And then, we heard, the police were 
leaving. “They didn’t expect this many 
of us to stay,” someone said. “They’ve 
gone for more paddy wagons.” 

Others thought that our prayers had 
driven them off. By then the TV crews 
had returned; they interviewed Milligan 
and stuck around for hours, perhaps in 
hopes of more drama, or maybe to help 
us out. “Don’t worry,” a young 
homeless woman told Anne. “They’ll 
take us to Las Colinas. I’ve been there 
before; I?ll watch your back.” But the 
police were gone. 

Since some of the sleeping bags had 
been taken to safety, the homed 
contingent didn’t have enough. We 
huddled together on what remained, in 
a heap of friendly but inconveniently 
arranged bodies with lots of cold outer 
edges. The several homeless people in 
the next row looked to be perfectly 
comfortable between the pillars of the 
overhang. 

We didn’t see the police again until 
4:30; this time it was a new shift, a 
smaller group of them, and they gave 
us only one minute. A young woman 
was leading the group, sounding as 
harsh and peremptory as she could: 
“Get up and leave or we’ll arrest you. 
You are in violation of municipal code 
so-and-so.” Some of us asked, ““‘Where 
can we go to sleep without being 
arrested?” She had no answer. 

“We’re protesting against the sleep- 
ing laws,” we kept saying. “We said 
we'd stay until 5:30 AM, and then we’re 
leaving. Did you know that you are 
violating the First Amendment of the 
US Constitution?” A few of us had been 
here overnight years ago, staying awake 
to protest shelter closings. It was pretty 
thoroughly established that this was 
legal. And by now, almost everyone was 
awake. 

“Wake up that woman over there,” 
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the officer said, “or I’ll have to arrest 
her.” Someone did that. “All right, we’ II 
be back in about an hour. We won’t 
arrest you if you don’t go to sleep.” 

“We keep trying!” I said as they 
walked away. “But people keep 
stopping us.” They didn’t return. I 
thought about trying to sleep again, but 
we were far too uncomfortable, far too 
wide awake. We spent the last 45 min- 
utes shivering and talking. 

“If you hadn’t been with us,” a 
homeless man said, “They wouldn’t 
have given us one minute. It would 
have been: ‘Stand up-Put your hands 
behind your back. And that would 
have been all.’ “O 


FRIENDLY RESPONSES 


Dear Editor: That was a great story in 
your April 2005 issue about the early 
peace witness of Bill Lovett. Credit was 
given to Visalia (CA) Meeting children 
for the chronicle of Bill’s life. I need to 
correct the record on this. According to 
the illustration on the upper left hand 
corner (page 10), this was a project of 
upper elementary children at the Pacific 
Yearly Meeting session of 2001. Andrea 
Armin-Holland (Humboldt, CA, 
Meeting) was the person in charge.— 
Joy Marshall, Visalia (CA) Friends 
Meeting. 


Dear Editor: What were they thinking 
at George Fox College when they gave 
the “Woolman Peacemaking Award” to 
Ron Mock, former director of the 
University Center for Peace Learning? 

This is the man who was quoted in 
a national news magazine as supportive 
of the war on Iraq. Since only this 
Quaker was quoted, and not any of those 
who saw this war as illegal and 
immoral, and since he is the director of 
Peace Studies at George Fox College, 
readers would naturally conclude that 
even the so-called traditional Peace 
Church was for the war. 

In his talks to students and those 
with whom he meets on international 
travels does he also speak positively of 
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the US war on Iraq? How can the 
deaths of over 100,000 Iraqis be good 
for peace? How can a war based on lies 
be a righteous choice? What does any 
of this have to do with “mediation and 
conflict resolution” of which Ron 
Mock is considered a leader?— Sharon 
Scott, Salem (OR) Friends Meeting. 


Book REVIEWS 


Taking a Stand: A Guide to Peace Teams 
and Accompaniment Projects. By 
Elizabeth F. Boardman. New Soc- 
i¢tyePublishers: 200s mile pp. 
Paper. $11.95. Also available from 
ww.peaceteambook.org. Review by 
Marilee Eusebio, member of Davis, CA, 
Meeting, a peace and justice activist 
especially concerned about racism. 

There is a new book out which 
many Friends will want to read and 
Meeting librarians will want in their 
collection. 

Elizabeth Boardman, clerk of San 
Francisco Meeting, went to Iraq just 
before the war, with the Iraq Peace 
Team sponsored by Voices in the 
Wilderness. Like the big peace 
demonstrations all over the world late 
in 2002, it was a last-ditch effort to 
prevent the “shock and awe” attack on 
Iraq threatened by the United States 
administration. 

In her new book, released this May 
by New Society Publishers, Elizabeth 
includes many vignettes from her trip. 
But her experience only primed the 
pump for this book, which relates the 
experiences of many peace activists 
who have traveled across national 
borders to take a stand for peace and 
justice alongside the local people. 

Although many people talked to 
Elizabeth about Iraq, she reports that 
their more eager questions often were 
about the personal aspects of such a trip. 
Some were interested in taking such a 
trip themselves. Are you going alone? 
How much will it cost? Aren’t you 
afraid? What does your daughter say? 
Do you think it will be effective? 


The book answers these questions 
in a personal, readable, way. It describes 
the organizations that sponsor such trips 
—Christian Peacemaker Teams, Peace 
Brigades International, Witness for 
Peace, Friends Peace Teams and others. 
There is a substantive section about the 
soldiers that peace team members may 
encounter. The difference between 
peace teams, accompaniment projects, 
and delegations is made clear. 

In addition to her colleagues on the 
Iraq trip, Elizabeth quotes many 
travelers for peace and justice, people 
who have worked in places like 
Colombia and Guatemala, the 
Philippines and Israel-Palestine, 
Burundi and Bosnia. 

The goals of the Nonviolent 
Peaceforce and its work in Sri Lanka 
are described in the last chapter. If 
people buy the book from Elizabeth, the 
profits will go to the Nonviolent 
Peaceforce, which encouraged her trip 
and the book project from the © 
beginning. The book is also available 
from the publisher, at book stores, and 
on Amazon.com. 

For contact information, see the 
web site www.peaceteambook.org. 


Elizabeth writes: My peace team book 
won t be released by the publisher until 
May 25, but you can already see the 
description on Amazon.com. However, 
if you buy it direct from me or one of 
the peace team organizations, you will 
be helping to support the work 
described in the book. If you like, you 
can send your mailing address and a 
$12 check made out to me (discount 
price for friends and family) to 191 
Chilton Ave, San Francisco, CA 94131. 


FREE Books! 


Yes, there’s a catch. You must be 
willing to review them first. If you’d 
like to review books for Friends 
Bulletin, please contact the editor at 
friendsbulletin@aol.com. 
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MEMORIAL MINUTES 


LEONARD DART 


Leonard Dart was born on August 24, 
1918, to missionaries in South Africa. He 
died unexpectedly on July 12, 2004, at age 
86 in his home in San Antonio Gardens, a 
Claremont, CA, retirement community. 
Leonard and Martha were members of that 
community for 15 years prior to his death, 
and Martha remains there. 

A quiet man, serene and constant in any 
activity, the life of Leonard Dart radiated a 
Quaker presence wherever he was. Born in 
Angola, Africa, to missionary parents, he 
often spoke fondly of his nearly idyllic 
childhood days. He came to the States for 
schooling and was a conscientious objector 
during WWII. He and his wife Martha met 
at a summer camp where they were 
counselors. They became convinced 
Friends in Swarthmore Meeting (PA) in 
1949, and came to Claremont in 1955. An 
active Quaker life ensued. 

Leonard’s work with the Meeting 
included college, discussion, peace and 
social Order, ministry and counsel, and 
property committees. Over the years, he 
served as clerk to the Meeting and to the 
committee on ministry and counsel. His 
dedicated work continued in the Southern 
Quarter and in PYM where he was active 
in the Friends in the Orient Committee 
which promoted publication of Margaret 
Simpkin’s Letters from Sechwan. Later, he 
served as representative to FWCC. In 1986 
and °87, he and Martha were the last 
Brinton Visitors to travel in all the States 
that made up PYM, IMYM, and NWYM 
(around 7,000 miles by his count), bringing 
news of their growth and activities. He and 
Martha were yearlong residents at the 
William Penn House in Washington, DC, 
and at the English Quaker study center 
Woodbrooke. 

Leonard applied his abilities to the 
Meetinghouse, helping to clear stones and 
roots from the plot to prepare for building, 
then cutting and laying the cork flooring in 
the Meeting room. Years later he planned 
and helped install a public address system 
and the “loop system” for the hard of 
hearing. (He set up the same kind of system 
for the Mt. San Antonio Gardens retirement 
community in Claremont, where he lived.) 

Leonard’s Quaker presence went 
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beyond the usual routines of Meeting life. 
Speaking out of the silence, he possessed a 
rare ability to expand from his experience 
and enlarge it, connecting it to the 
experiences of those gathered. He and 
Friend Freeman Bovard were co-founders 
of the Joint Science Department at the 
Claremont Colleges, known widely for its 
exemplary practice of cooperation, 
inclusiveness, and shared this knowledge 
with a university in India. After this first 
experience in India, he returned several 
times and also worked with USAID there. 
His ability to share with others much that 
he knew and understood never stopped. For 
example, those at the “Gardens” where he 
lived appreciated his knowledge of 
astronomy, receiving advance notice and 
information of what was coming coupled 
with an invitation to visit him and the 
telescope he would set up for eclipses or 
comets. He spoke with fascination of his 
latest project for which he had invented 
equipment to measure the tensile strength 
of spider web thread. 

Over the years, the Darts built an 
enormous network of Friends in India, 
England, and this country—all held 
together by their devotion to each other. We 
were touched to see that as Martha’s needs 
increased and her ability to hear 
disappeared almost completely, he would 
write notes for Martha whenever people 
were speaking. Leonard was called to adapt 
their ways of living to sustain their 
independence. He continued to minister to 
us with quiet humor and apt example when 
speaking in Meeting for Worship. A river 
of love ran through Leonard Dart’s life. The 
stillness of his absence stays with us in 
Claremont Monthly Meeting. 

Leonard is survived by his wife of 62 
years, Martha; by his daughters, Mary Dart 
of Newtown, Pennsylvania and Ruth Dart 
of Berkeley California, by hsi son and 
daughter-in-law, David and Peggy 
Brundahl Dart of Navarro, by his daughter 
and son-in-law, Sarah Dart and Rene 
Coppicters of St. Paul, Minnesota, and by 
6 grandchildren and one great-grandchild. 
A memorial service for Leonard was held 
on Sunday, July 25, 2004, at the Claremont 
Monthly Meeting.O 


LEONA DorotHy HARVEY 


Leona Dorothy Harvey will long be 
remembered for her passion for peace and 


justice in the Middle East. She was born 


on November 15, 1922 in Princeton, MN, 
to Adolph and Ina Anderson. She married 
Ellis Elson Harvey on January 24, 1945 in 
Elko, Nevada. Together they raised four 
children. Lynn Diane, born June 20, 1947 
(married Howard Deason in 1964), Kent 
Ellis born May 19, 1949, Neil Eldon born 
August 11, 1953 and Laurie Lee born July 
7, 1957. Leona and her husband had a 
sugarless chewing gum factory located near 
the Palo Alto airport. 

Leona became a member of the Palo 
Alto Friends Meeting by convincement on 
October 25, 1968. She was active in the 
Palo Alto Friends Meeting from the time 
she first started attending until she moved 
out of the area in 1989. She served on the 
Hospitality (1968, 1969), Adult Education 
(UOT OMISTARMO7 7); Reacesand ts octal 
Action (1970, 1971, 1983), and the Master 
Plan Committees (1979). The Meeting lost 
touch with her in her final years and we 
later learned that she died in 2001 or 2002. 

Her passion was peace and justice for 
the oppressed people of the Middle East. 
She held at least two fundraising breakfasts 
in her Portola Valley home. The first was 
on April 13, 1975 to raise money for 
prostheses for Vietnamese children injured 
during the war. Another fundraising brunch 
was held on April 18, 1982 for relief of 
Lebanese wounded and homeless. During 
the later half of the 1970s and early 1980s 
she took up the cause for peace in the 
Middle East and began to educate members 
and attenders of the plight of the 
Palestinians. She invited well known 
speakers, initiated a letter writing campaign 
and sought priority of Middle East issues 
at Pacific Yearly Meeting in 1981.0 


ALEXANDER DANIEL MACDONALD 


Alexander Daniel MacDonald was 
born on April 8, 1923 in Sydney, Nova 
Scotia, to Daniel Malcolm and Alexandrina 
(MacLeod) MacDonald. His father was the 
captain of a coastal steamer which supplied 
towns along the Atlantic coast of Nova 
Scotia. His sisters, Lillian Hardisty of Port 
Richey, Florida and Pearl MacKeen of Scar- 
borough, Ontario and his brothers, Donald 
MacDonald of Lunenburg, Nova Scotia and 
Robert MacDonald of Englishtown, Nova 
Scotia, all predeceased him. He is survived 
by his loving and devoted wife of 58 years, 
Lois; daughter and son-in-law, Muriel and 
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Dick Oglesbee of Mountain View, 
California, daughter, Susan MacDonald 
of Victoria, British Columbia and 
Englishtown, Nova Scotia; son Robert 
MacDonald of San Rafael, California, son 
and daughter-in-law Daniel and Laura 
MacDonald of Glendale, California, 
grandsons Alexander, Andrew, and Robert 
Willey of Victoria, British Columbia. Alex 
passed away peacefully at home on 
February 5, 2005, in Redwood City at the 
age of 81. 

Alex grew up in Sydney, Nova Scotia, 
and received his B.S. in mathematics and 
M.S. in physics from Dalhousie University 
in Halifax. He met Lois, who was a student 
at Acadia University, through Alex’s 
younger brother. She later enrolled at Dal- 
housie University. He and Lois were 
married on May 1, 1946, at the Sydney 
Baptist Church and then soon moved to 
Cambridge, Massachusetts, where Alex 
completed his Ph.D. in physics at M.IT. 
in two years. After finishing his Ph.D., he 
and Lois moved back to Halifax where 
Alex taught mathematics and physics at 
Dalhousie. They moved to Palo Alto in 
1965 when Alex accepted a job as Chief 
Scientist at the Lockheed Palo Alto Res- 
earch Center. He retired from Lockheed 
in 1981, but still consulted on physics 
projects until 1992. Over the years Alex 
and Lois enjoyed both square dancing and 
international folk dancing. 

When Alex was at M.I.T. he and Lois 
began attending the Friends Meeting at 
Cambridge and they soon became 
members. There was no Meeting in 
Halifax, so Lois and Alex began a small 
worship group there which first met in their 
home, moved to the YMCA and then to a 
grammar school. Eventually the Meeting 
became established and bought their own 
Meetinghouse. That happened just about 
the time that Alex and Lois moved to 
California. Today the Halifax Meeting is 
thriving and healthy and has established 
two worship groups. 

During those years Alex was a strong 
voice opposing above ground nuclear 
testing. He spoke about his opposition on 
television. Alex transferred his mem- 
bership from Cambridge to Palo Alto in 
1965. He served as clerk of the Palo Alto 
Friends Meeting on two occasions. He was 
clerk in 1967/68 during a time when the 
Meeting was struggling with whether or 
not to give sanctuary to a young man who 
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had deserted the military. Alex felt the 
Meeting should not break any laws in this 
regard. He served again from 1972 to 1974. 
Alex also served the Meeting as the clerk 
of the finance committee, as a member of 
the worship and ministry committee, helped 
fix the retreat house at Ben Lomond Quaker 
Center with Paul Brink, and helped raise 
money for Friends Committee on 
Legislation when the Harvest Festival was 
held at Hidden Villa. 

He and Lois provided the materials 
and led a Bible and Jesus study group 
which met at the home of Stratton and 
Maureen Jaquette.The group met 
periodically for weekly sessions about two 
months in duration over a period of several 
years in the early 1980s. These sessions 
were always enlightening and much 
appreciated for those who attended. 

Alex was a good friend to many in our 
Meeting and will be long remembered. O 


CALENDAR ITEMS 


JUNE 12-19: INTERMOUNTAIN YEARLY 
MEerTING in Abiqiu, New Mexico. 


JuNE 12-19: Workcamp I with Sue Severin. 
For more info contact Kristina Perry, 530- 
273-3183. www.woolman.org. 


JuNeE 18-19: 1965 JWS ALumni REUNION. 
For more info contact Kristina Perry, 530- 
273-3183. www.woolman.org 


JUNE 19-26: QUAKER Camp. Our week for 
friends in 5th-7th grades. Quaker Center 
staff and others. Quaker Center, Ben 
Lomond CA. Quakercenter.org. 


JUNE 19-26: FAMILY WORKCAMP WITH JIM 
ANDERSON. For more info contact Kristina 
Perry, 530-273-3183. www.woolman.org 


JUNE 26-JULY De NONVIOLENT 
COMMUNICATION FamiLty CAmp. For more 
info contact Kristina Perry, 530-273-3183. 
www.woolman.org 

JuLy 2-9 FRIENDS GENERAL CONFERENCE 


GATHERING, Virginia Tech in Blacksburg, 
Virginia. 


2005 ADVERTISING RATES: $.47per word for classifed 
ads. Minimum charge, $9. Box ads: 10% extra. Ads 
should be prepaid, if possible. Deadline: six weeks 
prior to publication. DispLay ADS: $16 per column 
inch. 44 page ad (4 x 4%): $97—1 column ad (2% x 
10): $139—2 column ad (5 x 10): $239—%2 page 
ad (7% x 4%): $169—Full page (7% x 10): $299. 
Discounts: 10% for 3 consecutive appearances, 25% 


for 10 consecutive appearances of ad. 


CLASSIFIEDS 


Publications 


QUAKER LIFE—INFORMING AND EQUIPPING 
FRIENDS AROUND THE WORLD. Free sample avail- 
able upon request. Join our family of Friends for one 
year (10 issues) at $24. For information contact: 

Quaker Life 

101 Quaker Hill Drive 

Richmond, IN 47374 

Phone: 765-962-7573 

E-mail: QuakerLife@fum.org 

Website: www.fum.org 

TKK 
VINTAGE Books, Quaker Books. Rare and out- 
of-print journals, history, religion. Contact us 
for specific wants. 181 Hayden Rowe St, 
Hopkinton, MA 01748. Phone: 508-435-3499. 
E-mail: vintage@gis.net. 
KK 

JOIN THE FELLOWSHIP OF QUAKERS IN THE 
Arts ($25/year), and share your work with 
Friends in our exciting quarterly, Types & 
Shadows. Seeking short fiction & non-fiction, 
poetry, drawings, B&W photos, and news of 
Quaker art. Help create a new chapter in Quaker 
History! More info: FQA, 1515 Cherry St, 
Philadelphia, PA 19102. Email submissions 
OK. fqa@quaker.org. Web:www.quaker.org/fqa 


Friends Journal has published 
“Quaker Thought and Life 
Wy Today” for nearly 50 years, suc- 

ceeding periodicals that date 
from the roth century. Learn 
more about Quaker concerns 
and activities through this monthly maga- 
zine. Save 42 percent off the cover price. 
Receive 12 issues (one full year) for only 
$35. Contact: Mriends journal, Dept. FB, 
1216 Arch Street, 2a, Philadelphia, PA 19107. 
<Info@friendsjournal.org>. 


Schools, Retreat Centers, Camps, and 
Retirement Homes 


BEN LoMoND QUAKER CENTER: Personal 
retreats, family reunions, weddings, retreats, 
and our own schedule of Quaker Programs. 
Among the redwoods, near Santa Cruz, CA. 
831-336-8333. http://www.quakercenter.org. 
28 2k eK 

FRIENDS HOUSE IS A MULTILEVEL RETIRE- 
MENT COMMUNITY offering independent liv- 
ing apartments and houses, an assisted care liv- 
ing facility, skilled nursing, and an adult day 
services program serving residents and the 
wider Santa Rosa, CA community. Located in 
Santa Rosa, Friends House is easily accessible 
to San Francisco, the Pacific Coast, redwood 
forests, and the vineyards of Sonoma and Napa 
counties. Friends House is owned and operated 
by Friends Association of Services for the Eld- 


June 2005 FRIENDS BULLETIN 


erly (FASE), a California not-for-profit corpo- 
ration. The facility and Board of Directors are 
strongly influenced by Quaker traditions. The 
welfare and growth of persons within an envi- 
ronment which stresses independence is highly 
valued. Tour Friends House at our website at 
www.friendshouse.org. Friends House, 684 
Benicia Drive, Santa Rosa, CA 95409. 707-538- 
0152. 

KK 
THE WOOLMAN SEMESTER OFFERS FRIENDS 
EDUCATION TO 16 TO 18 YEAR OLDS FOCUSED 
ON PEACE, JUSTICE AND SUSTAINABILITY 
WHILE LIVING SIMPLY IN COMMUNITY. Four rig- 
orous, academic courses yield a full semester of 
high school credit and 120 hours of community 
service. Shows independence and aptitude in a 
university-like setting on college applications. 
Visit www.woolman.org and contact Kathy 
Runyan at 530-273-3183. Sliding scale tuition & 
Quaker Scholarships support all qualified teens. 

2K KK 
WELLSPRINGS FRIENDS SCHOOL: alternative, 
accredited high school grades 9-12. Rooted in 
the Quaker spirit of simplicity, community, 
nonviolence, honoring the Light in every per- 
son. Open enrollment. Climate of affirmation. 
3590 W. 18th Avenue, Eugene, OR 97402. 541- 
686-1223. FAX: 541-687-1493. Dennis 
Hoerner, Head. 

2K KK 
ACCOMMODATIONS: WILLIAM PENN House, 
WASHINGTON, DC. Quaker Seminars, youth pro- 
grams, bed and breakfast. 5 blocks from the Capi- 
tol, Supreme Court and near Smithsonian Muse- 
ums. Shared accommodations for individuals and 
groups. Gays, lesbians and people of color are 
welcome. 515 East Capitol St. SE, Washington, 
DC 20003, 202-543-5560, FAX 202-543-3814, 
director@wmpennhouse.org, www.Quaker.org/ 
penn-house. 
PosiTIONns OPEN: Interns: 9-12 month commit- 
ment. Assist with hospitality and seminar plan- 
ning at William Penn House. Room & board 
with small stipend. Applications from gays, les- 
bians and people of color are welcome. 5 blocks 
from the Capitol, Supreme Court and near the 
Smithsonian Museums. See contact info above. 

28 KK 
ACCOMODATIONS: QUAKER HILL CONFER- 
ENCE CENTER, Richmond, IND, offers over- 
night accommodations for Friends traveling in 
this area. For info and reservations, contact 
QHCC at 765-962-5741, quakerhill@parallax 
or visit our website at www.qhcc.org. 


Concerned Singles 


links compatible, socially conscious singles 
who care about peace, social justice, diversity, 
gender equity, and the health of the planet. 
Nationwide / Canada. All ages. Since 1984. 
FREE SAMPLE: Box 444-FB, Lenox Dale, MA 01242 
413-243-4350 or www.concernedsingles.com 
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WILLIAM J. Papp PORTLAND FRIENDS 
SCHOOL, located in SW Portland, OR. A 
Friends school for children, grades K-8, rooted 
in Quaker values. Children are provided with a 
quality academic and a developmentally appro- 
priate education. The school environment is car- 
ing and nurturing with strong emphasis on 
nonviolent conflict resolution. For information, con- 
tact Judy Smith, portlandfriendss@qwest.net or 503- 
245-8164. 
Services 


JOIN THE FOLKS AT FRIENDLY HORSE 
ACRES FOR A DAY AT A HORSE FARM. All ages 
welcome. Camps are set up to encourage 
confidence in people who are fearful of 
horses, as well as more experienced horse 
lovers. Learn to see the world from the 
INOSE S joo: Or vrwery. Wise 
www.friendlyhorseacres.com. Phone: 
360-825-3628. E-mail: friendlaverne 
@friendlyhorseacres.com. 


Tours and Opportunities 


ConsiDERA Costa Rica Stupy Tour. Visit 
the Quaker community of Monteverde. See the 
cloud forest and two oceans. Write Sarah 
Stuckey, Apdo 46-5655, Monteverde, Costa 
Rica. Phone/FAX: 011 506-645-5436 or 520- 
364-8694 or E-mail: crstudy@racsa.co.cr. 
Website: www.crstudytours.com. 

KK 
CONSIDER THE ARIZONA FRIENDS COMMU- 
NITY FOR YOUR NEXT, OR YOUR SECOND, 
HOME. 360 degree mountain views, 4,000 ft 
elevation, often near perfect weather, among 
good friends. Write Roy Joe and Ruth Stuckey, 
6567 N San Luis Obispo Drive, Douglas, AZ 
85607. Website: arizonafriends.com. 

2K 2K 2 
PRONICA FRIENDS WITNESS TRIP TO 
NICARAGUA.July 30 to August 8, 2005. 
Celebrate 5th Annual Achuapa Music Fair 
Learn about social and economic conditions 
Meet ProNica’s project partners. In-country 
cost ONLY $600, plus airfare Reserve your 
space, $100 deposit due June 30, 2005. For 
itinerary & more information, contact: 
pronica@verizon.net or visit www.pronica.org 

7K KK 
QUAKER WRITERS, EDITORS, AND 
PUBLISHERS. ARE INVITED TO JOIN QUIP 
(QUAKERS UNITING IN PUBLISHING). An 
international “self help” organization of 
theologically diverse Friends concerned with 
the ministry of the written word. Contact 
Graham Garner at grahamG@fgequaker.org. 
Website: www.quaker.org/quip. 

KK 
FRIENDS PLANNING TO MOVE CAN REQUEST 
ASSISTANCE FROM David BROWN, A QUAKER 
REALTOR. David will refer you to a real estate 


professional to assist you with buying and/or 
selling a home anywhere in the USA. E-mail: 
Davidhbrown@mindspring.com. 
2K 

CustoM CALLIGRAPHY. Marriage certificates; 
celebrations of commitment; naming documents 
for newborn or adopted children. Visit my 
website: www.wynnellewellyn.com or call me 
to discuss your needs: 413-634 5576 


FRR 


THE PEACEABLE TABLE, SUCCESSOR TO THE 
FRIENDLY VEGETARIAN. A monthly online 
journal for vegetarian Quakers and others. 
Articles, recipes, book and film reviews, letters. 
www. vegetarianfriends.net. 


#KK 


EARLHAM SCHOOL OF RELIGION OFFERS TWO 
WEEK INTENSIVE GRADUATE COURSES AUGUST 
1-12 ON CAMPUS IN RicHMmonbD, IN. Avail- 
able for credit or audit. Deadlines: admission 
7/4, registration 7/18. August offerings are: 
Intro to Spiritual Formation, Writing as Min- 
istry, Pauline Psychagogy: Spiritual Formation 
&Pastoral Care in Early Christian Communi- 
ties, Perspectives in Christian Education, 
Quaker Spirituality, Constructive Theology. 
Find course summary information at http:// 
esr.earlham.edu/esr_access/oncampus.htm! To 
register or for more information contact 
(800)432-1377 or apply at esr.earlham.edu. 


AFSC/INTERMOUNTAIN 
YM Joint SERVICE PRo- 
JECT: QUAKER WORK 
CAMPS FOR TEENS AND 
ADULTS. Spring and fall in 
Mexico, summer with Oglala 
Lakota. Contact Mike Gray. E-mail: 


MGray@afsc.org or 520-907-6321. 
Website: afsc.org 


Uppate: This summer we will undertake 
a variety of work projects such as housing 
for the Oglala Lakota. Cost: $375.00 each 
week Beginning and ending in Denver, CO. 


WANTED: WOMAN TRAVEL COMPANION TO 
Honpburas, AUGUST THROUGH NOVEMBER, 
2005. We will do our usual part-time volun- 
teer work in the public health clinic while pre- 
paring our 4 acre mountainous land for occu- 
pation in February, 2006. Must be physically 
able and at least 18 years of age. Curiosity and 
sense of humor highly valued. Useful but not 
required experiences include: camping, farm- 
ing, cooking, health care work, gardening, 
Spanish language. For more information, 
contact Beth Blodgett (Multnomah 
Monthly Meeting, Portland, OR) 503-784- 
7694 mailto:bethblodgettnow@yahoo.com 
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~ “USING OUR LIGHT IN PRACTICAL PEACEMAKING” 


_ Meeting to be held at Pacific Lutheran University in Tacoma, Washington, 


CALL TOTHE SSRD ANNUAL SESSION 
NORTH PACIFIC YEARLY MEETING 


You are invited to the 33" Annual Session of the North Pacific Yearly 


kurtyez 


_ July 14-17, 2005. We have planned Annual Session to be both welcoming to and 


engaging of Friends across the generations. Worship groups will include Junior Friends, Young Adult and Adult participants. 
Children, in their program, and the rest of us in ours, will have the opportunity to learn about Compassionate Listening. Junior 


_ Friends are volunteering time to work with the younger children and we have changed the time of the Roll Call to Friday night 
_ so that everyone at Annual Session may attend. 


Mary Lord will be our Friend in Residence. She is currently the Assistant General Secretary for Peace and Conflict 
Resolution at the American Friends Service Committee. Previously, Mary worked for Friends Committee on National 
Legislation in outreach to young people from all Quaker traditions. She was also instrumental in developing Friends Peace 


| Teams. Mary gave the keynote address at the 2002 Annual Meeting of the Friends World Committee for Consultation—Section 


of the Americas. The talk, Can Love Really Overcome Violence and Hate?, inspired FWCC to organize the 2003 Peace 
Conference: Friends Peace Witness in a Time of Crisis. She is an articulate spokeswoman for the centrality of faith as the 
foundation of Friends’ social action in the world. 

Our theme, Using our Light in Practical Peacemaking, was developed in consultation with Mary, by a multigenerational 
planning committee, which was excited about exploring peacemaking in our everyday lives. How do parents teach their three- 
year-old not to bite? What does a teenager say when confronted about being a pacifist? How do we learn to deal respectfully 
with other Friends who strongly disagree with our understanding of the Truth? How do we challenge proponents of war in ways 
that leave room for conversation? In other words, we are inviting you to join us in a variety of discussions about bringing 
peacemaking to the mundane and the extraordinary events of our lives. 

[am particularly excited that our Planning Committee has had such strong participation by Junior and Young Adult Friends. 
The planning process was richer and better for it and I am heartened for the future of our Yearly Meeting as I work with these 
young Friends. | invite you to interact with children, Junior Friends, Young Adults and Adults from all over the Yearly Meeting 
at this year’s Annual Session. It should be fun and educational for all of us. 

Please join us in Tacoma as we gather to renew old friendships, create new ones, deepen and replenish our spiritual 
connection to God and each other, and reinvigorate our commitment to creating peace in our everyday lives. 


Dorsey Green, Presiding Clerk 
1118 37" Ave. 
Seattle, WA 98122 
206-323-7185 
gdorseygreen@msn.com 


CALL TO THE SOUTH 
ANNUAL SESSION OF 
PACIFIC YEARLY MEETING 


Pacific Yearly Meeting of the Religious Society of Friends 
will gather for its 59" annual session August I to August 6" at 
Mt. Madonna Conference Center near Watsonville, 
California. Will you add your presence? All are welcome— 
representatives of our monthly meetings and worship groups, 
Friends of all ages, longtime PYM attenders and newcomers, 
visitors from other yearly meetings and associations. Join us as 
we create a week-long community of listening, exploring, 
working, a community in which we try what love will do. Here 
on this mountaintop may spring forth a well. 
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These six days will give rise to a script that is not yet 
written. This is our way as Friends, to come with hearts and 
minds prepared, but open to the rising of the spirit. There are 
matters we can schedule and anticipate: our Representative 
Committee has asked that two ad hoc committees be appointed, 
whose reports we will receive; our Unity with Nature Committee 
is preparing a plenary presentation; our Junior Yearly Meeting 
community, working with other committees, will help us mark 
the 60" anniversary of the Hiroshima bombing. We will hear of 
recent gatherings to discuss the question of a permanent site, 
and our Ministry and Oversight Committee will report to us on 
the state of our meeting. We cannot know where we will be led, 
but we hope to discern God’s will for us in the opportunities for 
action that arise, and to be faithful in responding. 

There is that of God, we know, in every person, but also in 
every moment and every encounter. In this week, we will greet 
our elders, teach and learn from our children, struggle with our 
differences, mourn those whose lives have passed, help one 
another to face with joy, courage, and tenacity the work each of 
our lives calls forth. We will search for and sometimes find 
unity. We will be the imperfect Friends we are as we do all 
these things, and in that, too, we will find opportunities for love. 
In interest groups, affinity groups, and worship sharing groups 
we will find the intimacy of small numbers; in our full 
gatherings for worship, a great settling in to our larger family. 
So brief is a week in a year of days. Be with us if you can. 

To register, contact registrars Susie Stanley and Kate 
Newlin at pymregistrar@yahoo.com. — Jim Anderson, 
Presiding Clerk. 


Help Increase the 
Peace Program 
Training and 
Revised Manual 


The Help Increase the Peace Program (HIPP) 
is a youth leadership program of the American 
Friends Service Committee that teaches conflict 
resolution and builds community in diverse groups. 

A newly revised manual of 300 pages of activities 
and suggestions for program implementation is 
available for $30 plus $6 shipping. 

A Summer Institute is available for adults and 
youth who would like to be trained to lead the work. 


July 18-22 in Pasadena, CA. 


For more information, contact: 


National HIPP Coordinator 
202-299-1052 


kliss@afsc.org 
www.afsc.org/hipp.htm 
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FRIENDS BULLETIN 
NEEDS YOUR HELP 
‘TO KEEP BUILDING 
THE WESTERN QUAKER 
COMMUNITY 


Whether it’s mysti- 
cism, peacemaking, or 
the latest news about 
Friends who are 
making a difference, 
Friends Bulletin is 
your link to what’s 
happening among 
Western Friends. 
Through our maga- 
zine, website, special 
publications, and visits 
to Meetings, we help 
to build your Quaker community and enable you to be a part 
of it. 


To continue this work, your support is needed. Please 
consider making a special donation to Friends Bulletin’s 
special publications project. Over the past five years, we have 
published two books and two pamphlets by Western Friends. 
We intend to apply for grants to continue these special 
publications and need matching funds from Friends. We are 
grateful for the support of Friends: 


“As an active Quaker research and writer, I want to offer 
enthusiastic support for your plans to start a more 
extensive publishing venture,” —Stanford J. Searl, 
Professor of Interdisciplinary Studies, The Graduate 
College, the Union Institute and University. 


“This seems to me to be a promising venture, with a 
potentially quite significant future. I wish you the 
best!”—Steve Smith, Professor of Philosophy at 
Claremont College and author of two Pendle Hill pam- 
phlets, Living in Virtue, Declaring Against War: The 
Spiritual Roots of the Peace Testimony and A Quaker in 
the Zendo. 


Those who donate $75 or more will receive as a gift 
either our new book, Compassionate Listening, or our new 
t-shirt, “Real Men Listen.” (Please indicate your prefer- 
ence with your donation.) 


If you would like to ensure the future of your magazine, 
please consider remembering Friends Bulletin in your will or 
trust. While gifts of all sizes are needed and always appreci- 
ated, building an endowment for Friends Bulletin is the best 
way to assure the magazine’s continued ability to be a voice 
for and among independent Western Friends. For planned 
giving information, please contact Lanny Jay, Treasurer of our 
Board. Phone: 707-869-0759; Fax: 707-869-3034; or E-mail: 
landbird@att.net. 


iy, 


Connecting Friends ¢ Crossing Cultures ¢ Changing Lives 


Vincula a los Amigos ¢ Sobrepasa Barreras Culturales ¢ Cambia Vidas 


Friends World Committee 
for Consultation 
SECTION OF THE AMERICAS 


Comité Mundial de Cor nsul a Lati n 


de los Amigos , 
SECCION re AMERICAS. American 
Friends 


FWCC’s Committee of Latin 
American Friends (COAL) 
supports communication 


Amiges Central Rural Potluck meal at Kajje Friends Church, Peru = 


Church, Bolivia 


among Spanish speaking 
Friends throughout the 
Americas. FWCC maintains 
vital connections through 
face-to-face visits, workshops 
and publications. 


lists at Obrajes Church, Bolivia, Amigos Central 


FRIENDS IN THE AMERICAS. 


2 or YM who took 
COAL-sponsored works 


Local Arrangements Committee for 2006 Annual 
Meeting, Chiquimula, Guatemala 


ALL FRIENDS ARE WELCOME AT OUR ANNUAL MEETING Friends World Committee for Consultation 
Section of the Americas 

2006 Annual Meeting in Chiquimula, Guatemala 1506 Race Street, Philadelphia PA 19102, USA 

March 16-19 215. 241. 7250 

More information at www.fwccamericas.org or contact the office. americas@fwccamericas.org 


Mark you calendar and check your passport now! 


www.fwccamericas.org 


